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THE GENTLEMEN 


EDUCATED AT THE CELEBRATED 


GRAMMAR-SCHOOL OF ERCHFONT, 
| NEAR DEVIZES, WILTS, 


UNDER THE CARE AND AUSPICES OF 


THE REV. MESSRS. JAQUES AND GIBBES. 
— .. OOO 
* GENTLEMEN, 


AL THO GH patronage cannot of it- 
self stamp a sterling value on literary pro- 


ductions, yet the custom of offering the first- 


fruits of genius at the shrine of eminence, 


; | opulence, or power, hath almost universally 


obtained. The children of art, science, or 
fancy, would come into the world like de- 


| Serted orphans, if not introduced under the 


names and protection of respectable sponsors. 
3 Men 


11 DEDICATION. 


Men of affluence, authority, or of established 
reputation in the republick of letters, may 
feel a shyness in giving their name and coun- 
tenance to performances of dubious fame and 
hazardous reception with the publick: but 
it would be most unreasonable to include 
patrons in the censure and ilt success of their 
adopted unfortunate offspring. Authors, 
however animated with the smile of bene- 
volence, however elevated by the credit of 
adoption, are alone answerable for their own 
failings; and, as Subject to many faults and 
infirmities, should kiss the rod of deserved 
correction. 

The following Essays, originating from the 
gradual improvement of a poetical talent, 
first cultivated at a famous grammar-school, 
are, with obvious propriety, dedicated to 
gentlemen educated at that seminary of clas- 


sical 


DEDICATION. © Ht 


f sical learning. A natural attachment to the 
4 school of our youth, and as natural a desire 
9 to promote its reputation, may induce you, 
; my worthy friends, to countenance the la- 
3 bours of one, who, constantly from his youth, 
| 3 has been taking a step to Parnassus. He 
-- gpared no pains to climb this sacred mount, 
f but fears he never did its summit reach. 
3 The labours of my muse, though they attain 
not the height of perfection, may yet do 
some credit both to my grammatical and 
academical education: for as at school, so at 
the university of Oxford, the scholars of 
Erchfont made no inconsiderable figure in 
number and in merit. Whatever good or 
ill success my compositions may meet with 
in the world, no blame or reflection can at- 
tach on any individual amongst those to 
: [ von they are dedicated, because the book 
which 
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which comprises my poetry, 1s presented to 
the whole mass of my school-fellows. 

No ranker weed than flattery springs 
from the creative imagination of man: de- 
dications have ever afforded an ample field 
to its luxuriant growth. But adulation, my 
friends, would neither add merit to your 
character, nor credit to mine. Though 
many of my old school-fellows, with reputa- 
tion, fill and support useful and honourable 
offices in church and state; yet it might be 
deemed an invidious distinction, and too 
pointed a flattery, to select particular ob- 
jects of commendation. True praise ought 
to be distinguished from fulsome compli- 
ment. Fame is the food of virtue. There 
is most assuredly a proper share of praise 
due, as a debt of justice, from every one to 
men of merit: there is a higher degree of 


praise 
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praise due, as a debt of gratitude, to men 
of worth from those who are honoured with 
their liberal attention. In my verses ad- 
dressed to particular persons, I have poured 
forth high encomiums on my friends and 
benefaCtors of both sexes: but these enco- 


miums are not lavished on. undeserving ob- 


| jects, though heightened with some touches 


of poetical blazonry. 

This address is intended as a public testi- 
mony of my general regard for the compa- 
nions of my youth. Frequently hath my 
muse experienced the inspiration of friend- 
ship; chiefly from her liberality hath she a 
prospect of reward and approbation. To 


common acquaintance, and to the intimates 


of those acquaintance, we may owe, and I 


do owe, obligations; obligatians for their 


subscriptions to my poems, and other po- 


lite 


V1 DEDICATION. 


lite attentions. Reflections and sensations, 
arising from the impressions of affection, 
esteem, liberty ;—observations on the man- 
ners and humours of men;—a view of the 
beauties of nature;—and, above all, an itch 
for scribbling ;—have, at different times, and 
on certain occasions, roused my poetical ta- 
lents to exertion. These are fruitful sources 
of amusement and instruction. Small and 
barren indeed must be the genius, slender 
and negligent the art and labour, that can- 
not work out something amusive and in- 
structive from a variety of materials. 

Few are possessed of superior excellence; 
fewer are blessed with original genius in a 
super- eminent degree: yet the composer of 
this little volume entertains a conceit that, 
at times, sparks of genius have flashed from 
his pen, bursting from the fervour of his 
| mind, 
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DEDICATION. 


mind, or the animation of his subject. His 
claim to genius may seem diminished by his 
frequent imitations and translations: these, 
when too servile, too literal and frequent, 
Shew a defect in taste and ability. Imita- 
tors and translators of approved authors 
and languages, not universally known, have 
a claim to no small merit, if into their ver- 
sions and copies they have the good fortune 
to transfuse the spirit of their original. 
Mottoes, judiciously selected, and elegantly 
translated, entitle a writer to some small 
Share of applause. 

It may raise a smile in some, and a stare 
of wonder in others, to see an heterogeneous 
mass of miscellaneous verses jumbled to- 
gether, the effusions of juvenility, conva- 
lescent genius, and approaching age. But 


let it be remembered, that in a large enter- 


tainment, 


„„ 
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tainment, (and the present is not an incon- 
siderable one for the number of pieces it 
exhibits) many dishes are served up, adapted 
to the various appetites and tastes of differ- 
ent guests. One thing should be considered 
by the subscribers to this treat, which is, 
that the ordinary is cheap in these dear 
times, being only a Five Shilling Ordinary. 
The generosity of his friends may, indeed, 
agreeably surprise the provider of the feast 
with a voluntary douceur. 

The cavilling censors of this nice and fas- 
tidious age may deem it beneath the dignity 
of a priest, to trifle away his precious time in 
tacking together a set of jingling rhymes. 
The writer of this small volume fondly ima- 
gines that his productions are somewhat su- 
perior to a mere rhapsody of rhymes, to a 
regular and legitimate junction and dispo- 

| sition 
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sition of chiming words and syllables. He 
would fain call his Essays by the name of 
Poems, though not of the higher class. The 
composition of verses is certainly an inno- 
cent amusement; an employment that very 
well fills up the vacant hours of a man of 
leisure and contemplation. Good poetry re- 
flects credit on the first characters and the 
first abilities: a jingle of rhymes is an art 
that may be attained without genius or re- 
putation. Verse is the most agreeable mode 
of communicating entertainment and in- 
struction. Truths, sacred and moral, of the 
greatest importance to mankind, are impart- 
ed in metrical compositions, by David in his 
pathetick book of Psalms, by Solomon in his 
divine Proverbs, and by the sublime evan- 
gelical prophet [saiak in his awful Admoni- 
tions and wonderful Predictions. The cul- 

tivation 
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tivation of a poetical talent must improve 
the stile of a preacher. An attainment of 
harmonious periods, an acquisition of flow- 
ing language, united with appropriate senti- 
ment, must win attention to the most serious 
discourses, warm the heart, and elevate the 
understanding. This is the province and 
effect of poetry. Can poetry then be un- 
worthy of the function of a minister of the 
gospel? How many worthy and eminent 
divines have made a conspicuous figure in 
the circle of the muses! 

In mixed society, and intercourse with 
the world, numerous objects of wit and ri- 
dicule offer themselves to a thinking and 


lively mind: these must irresistibly move the 


pen and spirit of a ready writer. Temperate 


jesting and satire are well applied to the 
follies and vices of mankind, and are con- 


sistent 
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sistent with truth, humanity, and politeness. 
Wanton and undeserved slights and indig- 
nities, injuries, crimes, and offences of a 
gross nature, justify severity of censure. 
Those who have a knack at making verses, 
too often give way to a sarcastic propensity. 
A spirit of humility, a consciousness of per- 
sonal infirmities, should check a tendency to 
asperity, to an excess of ill- humour towards 
those who may even deserve reproof. To 
render compositions generally pleasant, pa- 
latable, and acceptable, benevolence must 
be their ground-work. 

There is not perhaps a more tempting 
subject for wit, satire, and ridicule, than 
party-zeal and politicks: but it is a nice and 
dangerous topick: it is a sore and tender 
part in our habits and constitutions. Almost 
every man is of some party; and yet is not 
| every 


XII DEDICATION. 


every party guilty of follies, faults, indiscre- 
tions, and inconsistencies? Why then should 
any party expect an exemption from the at- 
tacks and wounds of satire, wit, and ridicule? 
In my Farewell Address to my Readers, I 
have endeavoured to exhibit an impartial 
and humorous description of all the present 
prevailing sects, factions, parties, and their 
leaders, without distinction. Should one 
party take offence at ridicule, where ridicule 
is aimed at all? Still I am aware that some 
warm zealot, of that suspicious and inquisi- 
tive temper which marks this enlightened 
age, may be apt to cry out, What is this 
« prating, censorious, clerical rhymster? Is 


* he orthodox? A friend to king and con- 


« $titution?” I trust he is. If, my kind in- 


quisitor, words can give you satisfaction, (for 
* by our words we are justified, and by our 
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« words we are condemned,“ ) you shall have 
the pleasure of hearing my religious and po- 
litical creed. 

As to my religious creed, I believe in the 
Holy Scriptures, as an infallible rule of faith 
and practice, as the fountains of truth and 
Salvation. 

My folitical creed I choose to deliver in 
the following plain intelligible language: 

I believe that monarchy is a form of go- 
vernment most agreeable to the temper, 
habit, and experience of Britons. I wish to 
keep, preserve, and maintain inviolate, the 
rights of the king, and the rights of the 
people. Although every human fabrick and 
contrivance is mixed with an alloy of imper- 
tection, liable to decay and corruption, and 
capable of improvement, yet I believe that 
the British Constitution, or legal government 

of 
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of this land, vested in' the three distin& 
and independent powers of King, Lords, 
and Commons, is the best and most excel- 
lent of any in the known world. I profess 
myself a steady friend to religious and civil 
liberty, restrained within the due limits of 
just and equal laws. 

Though political and moral corruptions, 
factious or hypocritical ostentation, may 


have sometimes provoked an ironical sneer, 
sometimes roused a serious indignation at 
the prevalence of delusion, effected by the 
arts and designs of all parties, yet I hope 
that I have generally preserved a temper of 
candour, moderation, and benevolence. The 
charity of good-natured and unprejudiced 
readers may cover the multitude of my fail- 
ings: and the sensible and benevolent will 
at least bear with a freedom and diversity of 

sentiment 
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Sentiment that apparently proceed from con- 
viction, and are not subversive of peace, 
morality, and religion. May I never taste 
the bitterness of sanctified opponents! 

An insinuation, unfavourable to a writer, 
is often thrown out against the mode of pub- 
lishing by subscription. It is intimated that 
this mode of publication carries with it an 
appearance of self- interest, and a desire of 
gain. The force of this insinuation, if urged 
as an objection of weight, is done away by 
considering that the merit of a poem de- 
pends not on the mode of its publication. 
Besides, the merit of an author (if he be a 
man in no affluent circumstances) is not de- 
preciated by his being accused of honestly 
and industriously exercising his talents with 
* aview to profit. © The labourer is worthy 
* of his hire,” Add to this, that no author, 


NO 
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no human being, is free from the vanity of 
imagining his own performances deserving 
of reward. To be too confident of his abi- 
lities, to be proud of the merit of his works, 
is usually esteemed presumption in a writer, 
though the Roman poets thought otherwise. 
And that great moralist, philosopher, poet, 
and satirist, Dr. Johnson, is inclined to the 
opinion, that © it is necessary for an author 
* to place some confidence in his own skill, 
« and to satisfy himself in the knowledge 
t that he has not deviated from the establish- 
« ed law of composition, without submitting 
© his works to frequent examinations before 
« he gives them to the publick, or endea- 
* youring to secure success by a solicitous 

conformity to advice and criticism.“ 
Should it be alledged, that the love of fame 
led to the publication of the following poe- 
tical 
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tical effusions; it is easily answered, that 
3 « the love of fame is an universal passion.“ 
; My Poetical Essays have an apparent ten- 
4 dency to moral improvement, or innocent 
amusement. The reader will allow me to 

apply to my imperfect work the language 
and sentiment of MARTIAL. 


« Sunt bona, sunt quædam mediocria, sunt mala 
quædam, 
4 Quz legis hic; aliter non fit, amice, liber.“ 


ce Some things you'll blame, and some things you'll 
« commend, 
« In this and ev'ry other book, my friend.“ 


Before I finish an appeal to my friends, 
I must apologize for making this dedication, 
intended as a mark of respect to others, a 
vehicle of apology for myself. 
e That 
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That the language and sentiments of my 


prose and poetry may give no occasion to 


any adversaries to triumph over me; that 


my publication may yield delight to my 


friends and school-fellows, and meet with 3 


indulgence from a candid publick; is the 2 


- * 


fervent wish, and humble hope, of 


GENTLEMEN, 


Your most obliged, 


faithful, and 


affectionate humble servant, 


— 


Badgworth, 
July 29th, 1795. 


WILLIAM WAINHOUSE. 
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Clegy, 
WRITTEN AT THE COMMENCEMENT OF THE YEAR 1795. 


« Time glides away: what can its progress hold? 
The silent years steal on, and we grow old. 


I. 
SHAKE off dull sleep, and taste the morning breeze; 
All nature's works serenely calm appear: 
The mists of night disperse by slow degrees, 
And heav'n in smiles arrays the new- born year. 


U. 
Arise, O sun! and drive each cloud away! 


O'er earth's wide sphere diffuse thy splendours 
bright! 


The sun breaks forth: —all hail, illustrious day! 
Welcome to man is thy reviving light. 


AN NO 1795 INEUNTE SCRIPTA. 
Tempora labuntur tacitisque senescimus annis.“ 
I I. 
Br . % . 
3 ExcuriTuR somnus: spirat quam leniter aura 
Mane novo! in terrà est grata, serena quies. 


E plagis cceli noctis caligo gradatim 
4 Excidit; et ridens jam novus annus adest! 


II. 


q Surge micans radiis, sol! omnem discute nubem, 
TS T errarumque orbem lumine sparge tuo:— 

En! sol exoritur! salveto, prima dierum!— 

Quam jucunda oculis lux rediviva venit! 
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III. 
Resplendent orb! thy annual course is run: 
Slowly the sands dropt thro? time's hourly glass: 
Though much of life's short thread is daily spun, 
Yet unperceiv'd the fleeting moments pass. 


IV. 
As the sun's rays dispel the dregs of night, 
So reason's beam does inward darkness chase: 
Mortals, illumin'd thus, discern the right; 
Like thee, O sun, rejoice to run their race. 


v. 4 
Happy the man, in whose ingenuous mind 
Reason hath lighted up her heav'nly rays: 
On the time past he looks with joy behind, f 
To heav'n's kind guidance trusts his future days. 4 


LE 


VI. 
Oh! did the many, with a heart sincere, ; 
Their course of lite thro? last year's progress view! 2 
That source of true delight, a conscience clear, I 
This retrospect, alas! would yield to few! 


E 


III. 
Exacto solis cursu, jam volvitur annus: 


Nonne putas lentè præteriisse dies? 
Continuò vite minuuntur fila caduca: 


Hora fugit; nemo, quam fugit hora, videt. 


IV. 
Sol spendore suo perrumpit noctis ut umbras, 
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Pura animi ratio sic tenebrosa fugat: 
Quod rectum est, cernunt homines, ratione docente, 
Illis, ut soli, lucida, tuta via est. 


V. 
O fortunatos! ratio quos luce beavit 
Ccelitus emissa, consiliumque dedit! 
Præteritæ vitæ non hos meminisse pigebit, 
8. : Eventura volunt credere cuncta Deo. 


VI. 
Si plerique hominum recolant quodcumque per annum 
nl Elapsum egere, quis sibi, fraude carens, 
E turba dicet, © mihi mens est conscia recti,“ 
Ille voluptatis fons et origo boni!. 


11 


VII. 
Our transient feasts with laugh and mirth resound, 
But joy dwells not in this sad vale of tears: 
The cot, the palace, pain and care surround, 
Fatal disease in varied form appears. 


5 
=” 


VIII. 


How long hath war's dread thunder piere d our cars: | . 


O France! what heroes on thy plains have bled! 
Thy factious spirit rais'd each nation's fears, 
O'cr kings and kingdoms consternation spread. 


IX. 
Thy monarch, (dire to tell!) to all a friend, 
To a revengeful mob hath fall'n a prey: 
The guillotine, that aids sedition's end, 
Hath swept thy nobles and the rich away. 


X. 


O Gallia! master'd by an impious sect, 5 


Sunk into guilt, and ev'ry rank abuse: 
Doth rage for liberty thy rights protect? 
No; but a reign of tyrants introduce. 


N , 8 An we 
i, e * bs. 4 bas > 8 - wor - > "4 . * 
8 . + Bd. e 2 * a . 5 90 — * * ORE, 9,0 * 4 A 7 . 2 * 4 4 N · p — 
4 Ss, * "x7 ö L "FS a . CE? \ PF 8 3 N 8 1 — k * > be WT 4 A d Y 
7 TTY * — WP) > * i PR. > 7 E: VA * 2 - Wat Þ £4 7 008 W a 7 


= 
8 
9 
; 
* 
— 
; 


| 


” —ͤ— 


„ 
438 
- Fs 


Heul (dictu fzdum!) rex clemens, criminis insons 
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VII. 
Quamvis tecta virum resonant risuque jocisque, 
Terrenam ah! linquunt gaudia fluxa domum: 


Cura, dolorque, metus, cingunt palatia regum, 


Pauperis atque casas morbus ubique tenet. 


VIII. 
Intonũere dia per gentes horrida bella, 
Sanguine et heroum Gallica terra rubet: 
Seditionis amans populus jam terruit urbes, 
Terruit et reges regnaque cuncta minis. 


IX. 


In plebem, periit, plebe jubente fera: 
Plebs et magnatum subjecit colla securi, 
Imminct ah! summis mors truculenta viris. 


*. 
Gallia! quò cives rapiunt te prava jubentes? 
Ira per omne nefas te malesuada trahit: 
Libertasne igitur parta est civilibus armis? 
En! tibi certanti sæva tyrannis adest! 
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XI. 
Where 's thy humanity? the blush of shame? 
Doth France to all good manners bid adieu? 
What empire, without truth, cer rose to fame; 
Or, without piety, important grew? 


XII. 
Stand forth, ye French! if liberty ye prize: 
To slav'ry's galling yoke your swords oppose: 
Behold! what chiefs, with vengeance arm'd, arise! 
Doom death to tyrants, and appal their foes. 


XIII. 
The leader falls; stern Robesfuerre is dead: 
In their own snares the cruel oft are caught: 
What joy! —the Jacobin now hides his head; 
Of all this tribe may exile be the lot! 


XIV. 
May'st thou, sweet Mercy! sent by heav'n's command, 4 
O'er the sad gloom of France diffuse thy light! i 
Temper'd by thee, may Justice rule the land! 
And Europe's states in general peace unite! 
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XI. 
Mansuetudo fugit quo, Galli, vestra, pudorque? 
Humani mores en! abiere tur? 


Imperium non stare potest, nec crescere fami, 
In quo nec pietas, nec viget alma fides. 


XII. 

Libertas, sed sera, vocat vos: surgite, Galli! 
Nonne tyrannorum scinditis ense jugum? 
Ecce duces surgunt—mors est decreta tyrannis; 

Mortis pzna homines terret ubique malos. 


XIII. 
Occidit hortator scelerum Robesſerius, æquum 
Est necis artifices arte perire sua. | 
Exultant vulgus; tremit ah! Jacobinica turba; 
Exulet è terris hoc genus omne virum! 


XIV. 
Tollas Gallorum tenebras, Clementia Diva! 
Attingat lumen pectora sæva tuum! 
Justitiæ virtus per totum floreat orbem! 
Pax et in Europa sit diuturna, precor! 
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XV. 
How many souls hath death's unerring dart 
In last year's period hurry'd to the grave! 
These scenes of woe will teach the pious heart 
To trust in Him, whose hand alone can save. 


XVI. 
Preserv'd in health to hail this sacred day, 
What thanks to Providence the living owe! 
Let us our first and-latest homage pay 
To Him from whom all gifts and blessings flow. 


XVII. 
Approach his throne divine with awful dread, 
Ve Mortals! of your follies past repent: 
Heav'n's mercy scek, by hope's soft influence led, 
With grateful hearts redeem the time misspent. 


XVIII. 
But ah! sweet wisdom's voice cries out in vain, 
Ve sons of men! in piety engage! 
The sordid love of pleasure, fame, and gain, 
Attracts the good and bad of ev'ry age. 
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XV. 
Quot fortes animas, ut defluit ultimus annus, 
Abripult vita Mors properata brevi! 
I ec Discite justitiam, moniti, et non temnere” Numen; 
Protegit illius dextera sancta pios. 


2 XVI, 
Nos, quibus hæc oritur lux exoptata, salute 


Z Solvere pro nostrà debita grata decet: 
Nos te, mane novo; te, sole cadente colemus, 
Alme Pater! fruimur, te tribuente, bonis. 


XVII. 
Terrigenæ viles! resipiscite; templa verenda 
Intrate, hic humiles fundite vota sacra: 
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Quod malè fecistis, vos emendate; replebit 
Spe veniæ bonitas pectora vestra Dei. 


XVIII. 
Ah! frustrà attollit vocem Sapientia, cæcos 
Frustrà mortales admonet esse pios: 
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Dementant pravos, commaculantque bonos. 
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XIX. 
Fond of amassing wealth from year to year, 
Treading soft pleasure's or ambition's round, 
Your worldlings fortunate and bless'd appear, 
Though lurking care and guilt their bosom wound. 


XX. 
Should those grand idols, riches, pleasure, fame, 
All our attention, ev'ry art employ? 
Fair honest deeds secure a deathless name; 
A mind contented is a spring of joy. 
| XXI. 
Though good men, in this wicked world of strife, 
Meet disappointment's unexpected blow; 
Blessings they taste that soothe the ills of life, 
And comforts, which the vicious never know. 


XXII. 
And is our life prolong'd to this bless'd morn? 
Let us henceforth the path of truth pursue: 
Oh! did religion's grace our mind adorn, 
This year would brin g new joys, and prospects new. 
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Per longos annos cumulandi multa cupido, 
Deliciæ molles, stultus honoris amor, 

Alliciunt vulgum; felices esse videntur, 
Quorum animos curæ, crimina et intus agunt. 


XX. 
Estne igitur nummus tanti? summumque voluptas 
Estne bonum? an primùm est fama colenda viris? 
O Virtus! tua laus manet æternùmque manebit: 
Mens contenta suis gaudia vera parit. 


XXI. 
Quamvis multa premunt sæpe infortunia justos, 
(Omnes, dum vivunt, sæva pericla manent) 
E cælò inflantur tamen his solatia vera, 


Quodque malus nescit, dulce levamen adest. 


XXII. 
Usque hodie æthereà fragiles nos vescimur aura? 
Tentemus fortes integritatis iter: 
Religionis amor penetrat si corda virorum, 
Hic novus annus iis præmia digna feret. 
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Miss S. M. 


(10 THE DAYS OF MY COURTSHIP) 


WITH A SMELLING-BOTTLE. 


I. 
To you, no less fragrant than tulips in May, I 
Or the beautiful rose-buds that shoot forth in June, f 
I fear that I shall want of judgment betray, 4 
When I venture to offer a sweet-scented boon. 


II. 
A nice smelling- bottle! oh! what a conceit! 
Read the motto: what pride does a lover assume! 
With you, my dear girl, may it have all its weight, 
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And © the love of the giver the present perfume! 
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THE 


LION AND OTHER BEASTS; 
A FABLE: | 


ADDRESSED TO 


LORDS OF MANORS AND OTHER INFERIOR SPORTSMEN ; 
WITH AN | 


APPLICATION TO HIGHER POWERS. 
—1786.— 


Die mihi, si fueris tu leo, qualis eris? Max r. 
Were you a Lion, how would you behave? Ser. 


OH! how doth Av'rice (sordid weed) 
Scatter it's pestilential seed, 


And noxious qualities impart 
To that rich soil, the human heart! 
Ev'n in good ground it's spreading root 
Twists round fair virtue's tender shoot, 
And kills the blossoms ripe for fruit. 

D 


© 


Av'rice, with love of pow'r combin'd, 


Seems to pervade all human kind: 

This passion ev'ry rank inspires, 
Kings, ministers, and country squires. 
The rural Nimrod, arm'd with pow'r, 
Still aims at what he may devour; 


Kind heav*n's free gifts he makes his prey, 


Fell Desolation marks his way: 
Oppression, countenanc'd by law, 

His passive neighbours keeps in awe: 
Of nature's bounty claim your share;— 
A war at law he'll soon declare: 

Vet he assumes a gen'rous pride, 
Boasting he does the game divide. 

The squire, who this division makes, 
The lion for a pattern takes. 

A fable, with instruction fraught, 
Gave rise to this grave train of thought. 
Phedrus doth well my drift express, 
His words ÞlI clothe in English dress. 

A female of the lowing race, 

A goat with rough and shaggy face, 


L W 3 


A sheep, still patient under wrong, 

Did for some great alliance long. 

I bhese friends, with hopes of plunder warm'd, 
Close union with a lion form'd, 

A stag, of huge enormous size, 

They met, and made a lawful prize. 
Ihen did the lion, full of pride, 

4 Into four parts the buck divide: 

| In words that forcibly express'd 

His mind, he thus his friends address'd: 

I take the first part: (where 's the blame?) 
The reason? Lion is my name. Th 
*The second you will not withhold, 
Because I'm stout, courageous, bold. 
As I'm of highest rank and pow'r, 

„The third I may of right devour.” 
The fourth part—touch it, if you dare: 
* My wrath the taker will not spare.“ 


The lion's greediness alone 
Thus the rich plunder made his own. 
The great and pow'rful wisely shun: 
By such are little folks undone. 
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To whom may we this tale apply? 
See! modern despots meet our eye! 
Great lords of manors, men of might, 
And nabobs rush into our sight. 

How they affect to strain each nerve, 
The game for others to preserve! 

Or rather for themselves reserve! 
How kindly gentlemen they court! 
They shoot not for the game, but sport. 
If on his lands the lordling see 

Keen sportsmen, base, of low degree; 
Or should that killing set, so rude, 
Of shooting parsons c' er intrude; 

Mad at the sight, with sudden ire, 
To this effect exclaims the squire: 


© Who Uares approach my country-seat ? 


This is my own peculiar beat: 


& In this here ground, these woods you see, 


The game is all preserv'd for me. 
& Where'er I'm lord, where'er I rent, 
Shooting intruders I'll prevent. 
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« Now you are come, the birds are flown,— 
In short, the manor 's all my own.“ 
Fierce antient squires, of stubborn heart, 
Will act the greedy lion's part; 
But modish squires, grown more refin'd, 
Though sportsmen keen, are soft and kind; 
They learn those passions to controul, 
That brutalize the human soul. 
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A MODERN APPLICATION 


10 
. HIGHER POWERS. 


MAY $, 1794- 


Quicquid delirant reges, plectuntur Achivi. Hos. 


When to their passions doating kings give vent, 
Good subjects suffer, and their faults lament. 


MY Fable, morally pursu'd, 
In many uscful points is view'd: 
To states and rulers well applied, 
Seduc'd by lust of gold, or pride: 


11 1 
A just reproof of brutal might, 
That bears down simple truth and right. 
Do not good men with horror see 
Two sov'reign potentates agree 
Poland with iron rod to rule, 
And make her gen'rous king their tool? 
The Prussian lion, greatly bold, F 
To action urg'd by baits of gold, I 
The lioness and Russian bear 3 
(Of great alliances beware!) 
With troops surround the Polish throne:— 
Sure not to make this prize their own!” 
Twas fear'd they would, when thus allied, 
Poland amongst themselves divide. 
The neighb'ring states with spirit tame 
Look on, and only faintly blame 
These royal robbers, who disgrace, 
By shameful deeds, their noble race. 
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Strange, various, inconsistent man! 
Thy motives who can fully scan? 
Great politicians credit claim, 

When self, dear self, is all their aim. 
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Two states did zeal for kings pretend, 
And would a Gallic prince defend: 
But yet, these fair professions made, 
A brother-monarch's realms invade. 
The blood of Poles, unjustly slain, 
The annals of her foes will stain. 
Of that French demon, Robesprierre, 
Though good men speak in terms severe, 
Is it not monstrous we should find 
His likeness still in human kind? 

Ruin on states ambition brings, 
If it seize ministers, or kings. 
Despots their sword of vengeance wield; 
The innocent and timid yield: 
But fiery spirits, warlike, bold, 
By arms or threat'nings uncontroul'd, 
Despotic force by force withstand, 
Cause insurrection in a land: 
And now no reason can assuage 
The flame of democratic rage. 
Vet, should republicans attain 
Their vicws, and break one tyrant's chain, 
Amongst themselves new factions reign. | 


CL ai 


Thus pow'r, to lawless ends employ'd, 
Is by its own excess destroy'd. 
Look round the nations! do you see 


A king rever'd, a people free? 


Britain affords this glorious sight, 
Where freedom is the subject's right. 
True liberty, by law restrain d, 
Hath here it's empire long maintain'd. 
May our good Constitution (freed 
From rank Corruption's noisome weed) 
In glory rise, unsullied, pure! 

And thus from age to age endure! 
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CHARMING FANNY. 


Simplex munditiis. Hor. 


Neatness, with pure simplicity combin'd, 
Describes her person and her frame of mind. 


I. 
HER spirits are jocund as May; 
Her voice as the nightingale sweet; 
Her countenance open as day; 
In her form love's attractions all meet. 


IT. 
Her smiles are the sunshine of joy, 
And a ray of good-humour impart; 
Not forward, coquettish, or coy, 
She speaks the free thoughts of her heart. 
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III. 
Her cheeks, like the full budded rose, 
Nature ting'd with an exquisite dye; 
Each dimple her good- nature shows; 
Cupicd's darts are the beams of her eye. 


IV. 


She rises each morn as the lark, 


Full of song and enlivening glee; 
The works of her needle remark; 
Art and industry blended you'll see. 


V. 


Of such talents and beauties possess'd, 
She will make a most excellent wife: 
And the man with this jewel that's bless'd 
Will rejoice all the days of his life. 


——— — — 


. . d A d ⁵ . /// ˙· ». TR rn AR 7 c:ArE RT Rgn . r 
2 & +, r $9 ASS. - 22 Ms. 2 * 1 „ © x - . * „ ine LS HK ie GL 1 - LS. ATT HI © EOS = S « 
: VI TA TIMES * To. „ 1005 3 EO 27 TRIO 3233 ALT Do WITTY En (+ EA ap it: Rea . ZT OC OSS 
7 7 iF, D e PF r 8 n 12 e f 
of > 4 * \ 2 . 47 * < _ PF; * * : - 
8 


CRISP 


1 


4 —— e — 


A SONG, 


INSCRIBED TO 


TWO CELEBRATED BELLES IN HAMPSHIRE. 


THE fFUDGMENT OF VENUS, 


— — 

14 I. 

i GreaT Venus once quitted her Paphian seat 
In a rage, and departed to Headly's retreat: 
Two favourite graces had anger'd her pride; 


| 

4 But graces at Headly are quickly supplied. 
| 

: II. 

} 


Here two lovely virgins shone heav'nly bright, 

Attracted and charm'd the fair goddess's sight: 

One nymph with a rose sweetly-blooming she 
crown'd, 

With a lily her partner's fair temples were bound, 


L * J 
| III. 
The swan- like soft beauties of Gertrude did claim 
The lily's due boon from the Cyprian dame: 


Dear Gertrude the lily *s an emblem most true 
Of thy fairness of face and thy mind's sweetness too. 


IV. 
With justness the rose doth Maria adorn, 
Maria in blushes outshining the morn! 
What charms her sweet face and her temper disclose! 
Without any thorn a miraculous rose.“ 


See Milton. \ 
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THE 


PAIR OF GLOVES. 
MRS. J. 


NOVEMBER 10, 1793. 


Dulce est desipere in loco. Hor. 


Oſt in a free good-humour'd way 
"Tis swect to join in childish play. 
— 
I. 


Max's Spirits, kept up with good cheer and good 
— wine, 
Through the day in quick flashes will rise: 
But at night in faint lustre his faculties shine, 
And the drowsy god closes his eyes. 


II. 


A good jolly priest, thus betray'd into sleep, 
One ev'ning indulg'd a short nap: 
A guard on this frailty though caution'd to keep, 


He was caught in an amorous trap. 


© J 


III. 
See a female genteelly advance to his chair 
With light step, not to wake the old beau! 
How smiling her look! how engaging her air! 


When she gave him—pray, what? would you 
know? 


IV. 
She gave him, I ween, a most tender soft kiss: 
But alas! was it not thrown away? 
For sleep must take off the true zest of that bliss 
Which the lips of sweet woman convey. 


V. 
The priest, soon awak'd by a melting salute, 
Enjoy'd this agreeable fun: 
The fair one, he freely confess'd, so acute, 
Had a forfeit deservedly won. 


VI. 
Permit him, dear Madam, with all due respect, 
His forfeited off ring to 8end; 
The rod he will kiss, when your lips shall correct 
The faults of your most grateful friend. 


L--W- 3 


TEA-CADEE 
SENT TO 
MRS. L-—, OF B—, BERKS, 
AND ORNAMENTED 
BY MISS E. W. 
Nov. 16, 1793. 
CE 


In tenui labor, at tenuis non gloria. VII. Gro. 


A small neat work requires attentive pains, 
But to the artist no small glory gains. 


LET me to you, my worthy friend, 


Some token of remembrance send: 


A boon, too long delay*d, convey 
That will my just regard display: 
Contriv'd for use, as well as show, 
The wonder of each belle and beau! 
"Twill call to mind what hours we spent 
In social joy and mild content, 


=> 


| When works of art and chat, combin'd, 

| Engag'd the heart, improv'd the mind. 

| For morning's, or for evening's use, 

Whenc'er this Cadee you produce, 

And cups of sweetest bev'rage drink, 

On Badgworth friends perhaps you'll think. 
Dear Tea! so fashionable grown, 


Because thy virtues well are known. 
Tea to our dancing gives a zest; 

Wich this the jolly toper 's blest. 
Though hurtful judg'd to tender nerves, 
Thy juice the stomach's tone preserves. 
Thy sober influence doth impart 

A softness to the human heart. 

See on the board: your china plac'd, 
With this distinguish'd Cadee grac'd! 
Behold your friends assembled met, 

All things in order duly set! 

Will they not all with pleasure view 
This toy so curious, fine, and new? 
Hark! how your guests their voices raise, 
The Cadee and it's maker praise! 


11 


The varied spangles strike their eyes, 
And each a diff' rent beauty spies. 
Gay fancy speaks my future fame: 
Do not this vain prediction blame. 
To please my friends was all my aim: 
May I not some small merit claim? 
Their kind applause and warm esteem 
The crown of all my toil I deem. 
This, as a wedding favour meant, 
At Hymen's shrine I now present: 
Though at no early season brought, 
Let it a pledge of love be thought. 
You are, my dear, so good a wife, 
And with such comfort pass your life, 
Your happiness might well inspire 
A scribbler with poetic fire. 
Supremely bless'd in wedlock's state, 
You've found a tender, prudent mate. 
O may you both contentment know, 
And never taste the cup of woe! 
Heav'n grant you competence of wealth, 


And that still greater blessing—health! 
E 


1 


Let me forget not, whilst I write, 
To say this family unite 
In best respects and love sincere 
To you and your relations dear. 
To neighbours, friends, and your good squire, 
Our compliments we all desire. 
Adieu, my dear! you're now my debtor: 
Send in return a pleasing letter. 
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THE 


MUSLIN ROBE. 


10 


CHLOE. 


APRIL 19, 1794. 
2 —— . —— 


En! bene conveniens est sine labe toga! 


A vest, from ev'ry blemish free, 
That suits the wearer to a T. 


Dxar Chloe, though a youthful spark 
Is better than an aged clerk, 

And your attention might command, 
Should he approach with gifts in hand; 
Vet still I know your lib'ral mind, 

Fo all civility inclin'd, 

A friendly boon will kindly take, 
Though an old priest the present make, 


1 


The token of a grateful heart 

A glow of pleasure must impart: 

Accept an off'ring, gentle maid! 

Now at your feet most humbly laid. 
The Muslin Robe, so pure and clear, 

(An emblem of your mind sincere!) 


Allures each spruce and curious beau; 
As soft as down, as white as snow. 

The fair, array'd in spotless white, 
With forms angelic strike the sight; 
And as superior beings rise, 

Dazzling our weak and gazing eyes. 
Though dress no genuine worth bestow, 
And may be deem'd mere outward show, 
Yet it possesscs pow'rful charms, 

And females with attraction arms: 

The more becoming her attire, 

The more we must a nymph admire. 

As in the features of the face 

The qualities of mind we trace; 

Thus from a neat or gaudy dress 


We may the disposition guess: 
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Fit ornaments, not over gay, 

A modest turn and taste display: 

The tinsel of a fine outside 

Is oft an argument of pride. 

Sweet belles, with matchless beauty bless'd, 
Are most adorn'd when neatly dress'd: 
Would women admiration claim? 

Neatness, not fin'ry, be their aim! 

CnrLoe! from affeQation free, 


Full of good-nature, song, and glee, 
Bedeck'd in Muslin Robe appear, 


Our hearts with thy sweet presence cheer! 


Indulge your lively pleasant vein, 

And friends at Badgworth entertain! 

With many a jest, and many a smile, 

Our tedious hours in talk beguile. 

Whilst thus with you, enliv'ning lass, 

My girls their vacant minutes pass, 

Should I strut in with cock*d-up hat, 

Shall I disturb your social chat? 

My bow $0 formal, grave, and low, 

Will raise your mirth; you'll laugh, I know. 


E 


Well, well; your laugh will not provoke 
My anger, but excite a joke: 

Your sallies brighten up my wit, 
Through these I make the surest hit: 
Where'er you are, mirth never fails; 
Good-humour constantly prevails. 
Wishing, dear girl, to see you here, 
(For you to all of us are dear) 

I think I should these rhymes conclude, 
Longer intrusion may be rude. , 

Let me with salutations meet | 
Yourself, and your relations greet: 
May heav'n direct your steps aright! 
And ev'ry blessing on you light! 
Hoping this wish may not be vain, 
Your humble servant I remain. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

My cockꝰ'd- up hat, in.band-box sent, 
(Not tumbled, discompos'd, nor bent) 
The other day came safe to hand, : 
This favour does my thanks demand. 
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CONDISCIPULORUM CONVIVIUM; 
GULIELM Us WAINHOUSE 


CONDISCIPULIS SUIS 


QUI ERCHFONTE IN COMITATU WILTONIENSI 
LIBERALITER INSTITUTI SUNT, 


BATHONIZ ANNUM CONVENTUM EPULASQUE AGENTIBUS, 


DIE 28 APRILIS MENSE 1788. 
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EA age, rumpe moras, mea litera; perfer ad aures 
Hæc comitum; placeant quèis repetita diu! 
Excidit ex animis rarò pergrata voluptas, 
Dulce fugax ævum quam puerile tulit. 
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THE 


FEAST OF SCHOOL-FELLOWS; 


A POETICAL EPISTLE 
10 
MY SCHOOL-FELLOWS 


EDUCATED AT 


ERCHFONT, WILTS, 


ON HOLDING THEIR ANNIVERSARY FEAST IN MARCH 1788. 
. APRIL 28, 1788. 
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Be gone, my letter haste away; 
With speed my sentiments convey: 
Whilst friends these grateful thought peruse, 
Delight may thy contents infuse! 
How oft the raptur'd mind surveys 
Pleasures that mark'd our infant days! 
Those joys of innocence engage 
Attention in our riper age. 
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Quicquid enim vacuà juvenes nos lusimus hora, 
Delicias duplicans, mens renovare solet. 

Quot varios casus et quot discrimina rerum 
A pube experrus, crevit adultus homo! 

O quoties versare dolos mens prompta, struebat 
Furta jocosa, ruens per vetitumque nefas. 

Fallere mille modis, pænamque avertere culpæ, 

| In tenui labor, at gloria multa fuit. 

Est pudor ingenuus pueris, mens integra, lingua 
Dicens vera, timor cum maleguadus abest. 

Spes, metus, iras, nos impertire, piumque 
Fœdus amicitiæ jungere, jussit amor. 
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Sports that our vacant hours employ'd 


By memory's help are re-enjoy'd. 

What perils infancy surround! 

In youth how little caution 's found! 

Expos'd to accidents and blows, 

Through hair-breadth scrapes the school-boy 
grows 

To manhood, triumphing o'er foes. 

The tender, raw, and youthful mind, 

Too much to levity inclin'd, 

A thousand plans of craft pursues, 

And cunning peeps through all its views. 

All hazards and all risques are run 

The rod of chastisement to shun. 

But when the soul *s unaw'd by fear, 

And when from tempting lucre clear, 

Ingenuous modesty (sweet charm!) 

And virtue guard the mind from harm. 

Youth uncorrupted, gen'rous, warm, 

At school their lasting friendships form; 

Communicate their hopes and fears 

That chequer life's most early years. 


CW 
Nos aliis alii cogitata reteximus ultro: | 
Non fraus colloquio, non dolus ullus inest. ? 
Oppidulum Erchfontis! semper mihi suave recurris! 5 
Cui prælucebat nullus in orbe locus. 
Quam natura dedit tibi, ruris copia honorum 
Spe fuit pueris hæc data prada malis. 
Vivitur ex proprio melius; juvenilibus annis 
Sed furtiva magis, quam bene parta, placent. 
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Villicolas miseros! nemo hic sua dulcia poma 
Ex furum potuit salva tenere manu. 
Ne lugete nimis; vobis perszpe rependit, 
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Quicquid enim rapitur, terque quaterque puer: 
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My former intimates! these themes 

Recall our childhood's golden dreams. 
With freedom did we not impart 

Each thought that sprung up in the heart? 
Our conversation, free from guile, | 
Pass'd on in rude and artless style. 

Oft, Erchfont, I repeat thy name: 

Thou village dear! of learned fame! 

Thy pleasures on my fancy dwell: 

What place on earth can thee excell? 

But thy ill luck I must lament, 

And of my boyish tricks repent. 

A small, well-manag*d, honest hoard 

Can ev'ry fair supply afford: 

Vet roguish scholars, daring, bold, 


Fruits that are stolen, sweetest hold. 


Unhappy villagers! your toil 

And fruits became the school-boys' spoil: 
Nor apples, plums, nor melting peach, 
Escap'd the cunning felon's reach. 

But you, ye rustics, vers'd in trade, 


Yourselves a compensation made: 
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Furto deprensus nummi persolvere mulctam 
Cogitur; aut virgæ pæna severa manet. 
Et merx vestra empta est haud parvo, vilior alga, 
Cum pueris nummo plena erumena fuit. 
Quandoquidem pulchrum est iterare domestica facta, 
Et quicquid pueri fecimus, omne juvat: 
Annuus à fidis conventus habetur amicis; 
(O quam dulce!) modis his revirescit amor. 
Quos aluit juvenes ruri schola, clara, quotannis 
Conveniunt; certa est hora, locusque dies. 
Gaudla convivii, quamvis non ipse videbam, 
Fert mihi fama; agito mente; referre volo. 
Lux optata venit, qua non felicior ulla est; 
Agmen amicorum convenit ecce frequens! 
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Young thieves, detected, forfeit pay, 
When on their neighbour's goods they prey; 
And if the boys were full of cash, 
At any price they bought your trash. 

As men with eager fond delight 
Stories of former times recite; 
Those meetings social love commends 
Form'd of long separated friends. 
Choice friendly spirits, full of mirth, 
To that gay festival gave birth, 
Which calls my school-fellows each year 
To jollity and hearty cheer. 

A chosen few, who conn'd each rule 
Of classic lore at Erchfont school, 
On a set time give joy its rein, 
Indulge good-humour's sprightly vein. 
Me hath my lot, severely hard, 
From this good company debarr'd: 
But fancy paints the cheerful scene, 
Conceives it justly, though unseen. 
Ev'n now we hail the festal day, 
As welcome as the new-born May. 
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Excipit hospitio lepidum Bathonia cætum, 
Festivas libuit qua celebrare dapes. 

Comiter Erchfontis caupo compellat alumnos; 
A puero hospitibus junctus amore fuit. 

En! nitidas onerant perlauta cibaria mensas! 
Pura adsunt longum vina reposta cadis. 

Consedit præses, circum comitesque sedebant; 
Cunctorum vultus gaudia blanda replent. 

Indulgent vino, dapibusque epulantur opimis: 
Exhilerant animos Bacchus et alma Ceres. 

Cauponem extollunt; illi non ultima laus est, 
Exiguus nec honos his placuisse viris. 


L 65. 3 


Illustrious Bath, where pleasure reigns, 


My joyous comrades entertains: 

Of their good landlord here they boast, 
Their school-fellow, as well as host! 
Courteous, he welcomes ev'ry guest, 
And seems superlatively blest. 

What dainties deck his splendid board! 
Rich as the markets now afford. 
Decanters, neatly polish'd, shine 

With sparkling, old, and mellow wine. 
Each guest sits down with smiling face, 
The president in highest place. 

Now all enjoy their noble treat, 

Applaud the wine, the fish, the meat. 
The landlord's look his joy displays; 

To please such guests, his pride, his praise. 
Bacchus! whose all- enliv'ning juice 

To mind and body proves of use, 

And Ceres! adding gen'rous food, 

Let not corroding cares intrude. 

The rosy god of wine supplies 


With wit, their tongues; with fire, their eyes. 
F 
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Quemque rogat præses, Quznam est tuis ignis? 
& amicæ, 
* Quisquis amat, libet pocula plena suæ.“ 
Nunc sociis, quicumque absunt, regique salutem 
Propinantque aliis;—ora rubentque mero. 
Nectareæ curas uvæ nunc diluit haustus, 
Supplevit stimulos ingenioque novos. ; 
Quisque suos lusus primos, sua seria narrat: 
Quanti hzc lztitia commemorare juvat! ö 
Quas puer (ut memini) garrivit quisque fabellas, 
Omnibus intentis nunc recitare parat; 
Exaudire jocos possis risusque lepores: 8 
Plauditur; acclamant; omnia læta sonant. 
Dulce sodalitium! me quanta cupido fruendi ; 
Hoc sermone hilari convivioque tenet! | 
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Jests, puns, smart sayings, fly around; 
The roofs with peals of laughter sound. 
When the toast- master hears the name 
Of some fair nymph, the youngster's flame, 
As a commanding gen'ral proud, 
With Stentor's voice he cries aloud, 
« A charming girl! this toast be crown*d 
« With bumpers! fill your glasses round. 
« No flinching, neighbour:—drink it off: 
Have you not been a senior soph?”? 

*Tis thus they circulate the glass, 
Each drinks the king, his friends, his lass. 
In pleasing narrative they tell 
Whate'er at school their youth befell: 
Their enterprises, small and great, 
Each sportive and heroic feat, 
Ev'n what they did in serious mood: 
Thought sometimes will on boys intrude, 
These histories of youthful days 
Plaudits of admiration raise. 

O sweet society! what joys 
Attend the schemes of active boys! 
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Vos quando aspiciam, comites? Nunquamne revisum 
Percelebres Baias? Quid mihi vota valent! 
Heul frustra cupio dextram conjungere dextræ 

Cum sociis, frustrà colloquiumque peto. 
Res angusta, placens uxor, puerique puellæ, 
Me plerumque intra limina stricta tenent. 
Sunt bona multa domi, sed mens aliena requirit: 


Namque homini possunt nulla placere diu. 
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In person how I long to greet 

My school-fellows, who yearly meet! 

When shall I hear their converse gay, 

That drives the clouds of spleen away? 

Shall I no more with them unite, 

Whose chat was once my prime delight? 

O Bath! the sweet admir'd retreat 

Of the small vulgar, and the great! 

When shall my eyes thy buildings view? 

To thee how can I bid adieu? 

Domestic cares, and wedlock's chain, 

The married man at home detain. 

A pleasing wife, my friend sincere, 

Pledges of love supremely dear, 

Engagements, books, allow no time 

For journies, scarce an hour for rhyme. 
Though happiness reside at home, 

Mortals are restless, apt to roam. 

Delights, unvaried, often cloy; 

We seek variety of joy. 

Speech, wit, and gifts of various kind, 

Prove man for social bliss design'd: 
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Quim nos delectat grata vice turba-sodalim, 
Quz languenti animo dulce levamen crit. - 

Si condiscipulos contingit adire frequentes, 
Exultat pectus; prima juventa redit: 

Hæc abrepta fuit quoties mihi summa voluptas! 
Quod gratum et cordi est, fata maligna negant. 

Vos epulas agitis posthac quo tempore, amici, 
Obveniat lœtis his mihi sorte frui! 

Hæc, quotquot redeunt anni, jucunda, sodales, 
Adsit, et ex omni parte beata dies. 


1 


Quick, well- exerted, mental pow'rs 
Adorn his gay convivial hours. 
What glee does conversation give! 
Tis in society we live. 

In solitude we droop and pine; 


Men fly to company and wine. 

When friends long absent haply meet, 
How great their joy! their chat how sweet! 
Long hath my heart a wish possess'd 
To be at Bath an annual guest, 

Mongst my own mess mates round the fire, 
Where wit and wine the soul inspire. 
May I not cruel fortune chide, 

That hath this earnest wish deny'd? 

'This boon, and many blessings more 

For me, perhaps, she keeps in store. 

Bright Phebus/ with a cheering ray 

Each year bring in this happy day! 
May those, with whom 1n early age 
I labour'd o' er th' instructive page, 
Weigh well to Erchfont school their debt, 
Aud ne' er this festival forget! | 
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On pleasure bent, dispos'd to please, 


May I enjoy my friends at ease! 
Hear their tales told in merry strain, 
Live o'er the sins of youth again! 
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A SCHOOL EPIGRAM. 


Dulce et decorum est pro patria mori. Hok. 


| P UGNAM pro patria committens Epaminondas 

Fortis, lethifero vulnere fixus erat. 

| Extrahit haud hastam donec vicisse suosque 
Repperit, extra cuspide, verba dabat: 

« Invictus morior, meus est natalis, honorem 
Mors fert æternum; sic mihi dulce mori.“ 


— 


APPLIED To GENERAL Worrzs DEATH, 


How sweet the death that in our country's cause 
Brings with it honour and a self-applause! 


Ouzpec: thy bloody siege brought on the wound 
That WWelf?'s great wish with fame immortal crown'd. 
The dying chief, when told“ the Frenchmen fly,“ 
Nobly exclaim'd, I now contented die.” 

Whilst in his country's cause he spent his breath, 
A patriot's thought o' ercame the pangs of death. 
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CALANI INDI 
MORS VOLUNTARIA; 


E GRAECA FABULA SUMPTA, ET VERSIONE PARAPHRASTICA4 
LATINE DONATA. 


1788. 
— — 
Ixus erat CALANUS, cui mors, dignissima laude, 


Admiranda viris, divinos poscit honores. 
Sponte sophista suà sic infert funus acerbum: 


F fe ga . _ font 


VOLUNTARY DEATH 


OF 


_ CALANUS, 
AN INDIAN SOPHIST, 


MORALIZED. 
1788. 


How nobly CALAN us resign'd his breath, 
(That Indian fam'd, who madly challeng'd death) 
Heathens in strains of admiration tell; 
Christians on such a deed with horror dwell. 
Life's thread cut short, a self. devoted end . 
Grave, unenlighten'd moralists commend. 
This tragic a&, when true believers hear, 
The tale will strike them with religious fear. 

A wise, deluded sophist, cool, sedate, 

Prepares to meet a voluntary fate. 
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Tristibus his primo dictis affatur amicos: 

Fortis Alexander, mihi care, Macedones omnes, 

O socii, proceres, et vita ingrata, valete!” | 
Postquam hoc extremum effudit, tunc mente sereni 
Corporis audacter statuebat rumpere vincla. | 


Est locus insignis pulchræ Babylonis ad urbem, 
Quo rogus extruitur; sunt huc multa arida ligna 
Allata, è cedro fragrante exsecta thymoque; 

His accedit olens laurus, myrtusque cupressus: 
Quz congesta strues gratos exhalat odores. 
Exercere Sophus CaLANus sua membra solebat 
Currendo, lætus cursum solitumque peregit, 
Conscenditque pyram, qua constitit inclytus heros, 
Cinctus arundineis foliis sua tempora circum. 
Nunc Sol exortus lustrabat lampade terras, 
Illucens CALANo, qui Phœbi lumen adorat: 
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Great Alexander, fir'd with love of fame, 
And Macedor's proud chiefs assembled came 
To this dread scene: though death was now in view, 
This Indian bids his friends a-calm adien: 
Those bonds, that soul and body well unite, 
Resolv'd to break with savage wild delight. 
Near Babylon's proud walls, in ancient stile, 
The monarch rear'd a splendid fun'ral pile. 
The cedar sweet, the thyme of grateful scent, 
With myrtle join'd, their pow'rful odours lent. 
The laurel's fragrant branch, the cypress sad, 
This mass to finish, skilful workmen add. 5 
The sage his daily exercise perform'd, 
His languid blood with gentle running warm'd: 
Then with a steady step the pile ascends, 
The praise and wonder of surrounding friends! 
A wreath of verdant reeds his temples bound, 
As if for victory and triumph crown'd. 
The sun now darted his all-cheering light, 
And shone on CALANus, divinely bright! 
To this great orb, his fancied god, he prays, 
With fervent zeal his adoration pays. 
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Hoc dedit ut signum, dum supplice voce precatur, 


Supponunt famuli ferventia incendia busto. 
Mente quatit solida non vivida flamma sophistam, 


Sed stetit impavidus, nec in ipsum illabitur ignem, 


Ante fit in cineres tenues umbramque reductus. 
Vir Macedo obstupuit, vocemque ad sidera tollit: 
* Cedant arma togæ posthac; ter et ampliùs ipso 
& Nobili Alexandro, tu victor es, Inde beate!“ 
Vicerat heroas multos in Marte feroce 

Dux Macedo : CALAnvus sæva de morte, dolore 
Crudelique egit sedato corde triumphum. 
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Attendant guards this signal understood, 
And set their burning torches to the wood. 
'Twas now the sage his fortitude display'd, 
Amidst the fires erect and undismay'd 

He stood, and sunk not down into the flame, 
Till into ashes heat dissolv'd his frame. 

The Macedonian chief, th* astonish'd croud, 
Stood mute; at length the monarch cry'd aloud, 
“How does this splendid and immortal deed, 
« Bless'd Indian! all my victories exceed!” 
Heroes and hosts the conqueror had slain, 

The sophist triumph'd over death and pain, 


4 
— —— LIES 


Such is the death that heathen authors praise! 

Sad proof what darkness reign'd in pagan days! 
Praises, bestow'd on suicide, unfold 

The false philosophy maintain'd of old. 

Doubts and dark reasonings on a future state, 
Impatience, weariness of life, create: 

Hence spring a base distrust of heav'n's kind care, 
And that foul source of suicide despair. 
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But yet sound reason, heav'n- implanted guide, 


Unclouded by the mists of vice, or pride, 
To the mind's eye a pow'r supreme did show, 
Whence life and death, and things created, flow. 
This calls all human beings into birth, 
Fixes their stay, or long, or short, on earth; 
Whoc'er, self-will'd, anticipates death's hour, 
Usurps the right of this Superior Pow'r. 
"Tis true, that reason's unassisted ray, 
Like a dim taper, feebly guides our way. 
Pure Revelation's sunbeam, glorious, bright, 
Brought life and immortality to light. N 
The gospel- light, that did with rays divine 
On Jews and Greeks, who sat in darkness, shine, 
To quench a spark of reason ne'er design'd, 
Directs, exalts, and purifies the mind. 
What heathen felt not Gop's great law within, 
Approving moral good, condemning sin? 
Conscience did ever to the human heart 
A lively sense of right and wrong impart. 
Reason is weak:“ can such a weak pretence 
Excuse a plain deliberate offence? 
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Pardon of sin, the blotting out of guilt, 
On penitence and heav'nly grace is built. 
« Man,” saith an heathen satirist severe, 
« Is to the gods than to himself more dear.“ 
© The good,” we hear great Socrates confess, 
Find, after death, to God a free access.“ 
By reason's light Gop's providence was known, 
And traits of his rewarding mercy shown. 
Self-murderers the grace of Gob exclude: 
For in his presence they uncall'd intrude. 
Those sinners can't repent the crime before 
'Tis done, and when committed, they're no more. 
Self- murder! *tis a crime with horror fraught; 
The soul shrinks back, and startles at the thought. 
What motives weigh'd with CaLanus the sage, 
Old in experience, older still in age, 
With zeal to hasten his impending doom, 
And seek for shelter in a wretched tomb? 
From a fond hope to eternize his name 
His act might rise, (how strong the love of fame!) 
Or from impatience under ling'ring pain: 
Or sudden frenzy might have seiz'd his brain. 
G 
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Tis said, pain made him weary of his life; 

But here profane historians are at strife. 

Can we for suicide a motive find, | 

That satisfies a sober, virtuous mind? 

Is it not nobler in the soul to bear 

The woes and pains to which our flesh is heir, 
Than in a frantic agony of grief 

To fly to death, that desperate relief? 

Souls, great and brave, when life's declining sun 
Goes down, and when their course is nearly run, 
With firmness meet their last allotted day, 
Expecting death in Gop's appointed way. 

With resignation calm, the good, the wise, 

To Gop's sure mercy in affliction flies. 

Bless'd be the gospel, Gop's all- perfect law! 
Search it, ye Sophists, with religious awe! 

In this alone those qualities we find, 

That with true fortitude inspire the mind: 

Pure love, the source from whence all blessings flow! 
Patience, its happy fruit, that soothes our woe! 
Contentment, yielding to our earthly fate! 

The cheerful prospect of a better state! a 
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Attentive care the paths of vice to shun, 
And virtue's course with perseverance run! 


Faith, that on God's kind promises relies, 
Grace, that to human weakness strength supplies! 
Man's heart, thus well-prepared, will conquer pain, 
And over death a real triumph gain.* 
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See RoLLIN's Ancient History, vol. vi. p. 373-4. 12m0. 
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THE MARRIAGE 


or 
MY. MUCH-HONOURED FRIEND 
W. H. HARTLEY, Esg; 
10 


MISS BLACK WELL, 


>, oF 
THE DUTTON FAMILY IN GLOCESTERSHIRE. 


JULY 1787. 


Sponsa bono sociata viro! felicior omni 
Conjuge! nam res est vir pretiosa bonus. 


Sweet bride! thy wishes with success are crown'd; 


To a good husband in fair wedlock bound, 
What greater prize than a good man is found! 


I. 
OH! what a paradise our mind employs, 

While scenes of nuptial bliss the thought pursues! 
We taste the lover's, feel the poet's joys, 

And ecstacy awakes the dormant muse. 


1 


II. 
Is it gay Fancy's warmth that cheers my heart? 
What happy prospects rise upon our view! 
Can aught unreal such fond hopes impart? 


Oh! no: *tis not a dream; the vision 's true. 


III. 
Led by the bridegroom, what a charming fair, 
With grace, approacheth Hymen's sacred shrine! 
To give perfection to this goodly pair, 
Sweetness and Dignity their pow'rs combine. 


IV. 
Soft polish'd manners, and affections kind, 
Good sense, distinguish this enchanting bride — 
A tender heart, to gen'rous acts inclin'd: 
Of Dutton's antient house the joy and pride! 


Yo 
Her mate no less with richest gifts is bless'd: 
His virtues throw a lustre o'er his form: 
For firm integrity of heart caress'd: 
The noblest sentiments his bosom warm, 
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VI. 
O did the sons of Berks his merits see! 
Such worth would claim their universal choice! 
Then would they all, with spirits nobly free, 
In such a Representative“ rejoice, 
VII. 
Time may destroy th' effect of party- rage: 
To public trust his probity commends: 
Now doth a softer charge his care engage, 
Which heav'n in recompence of virtue sends. 


VIII. 
Hail, happy bridegroom! this propitious morn 
On thee shines forth an harbinger of joy: 
Thy hand hath cull'd “ a rose without a thorn,” 


A flow r, whose native sweets will never cloy. I 


IX. 
Let me the bride in strains of pleasure greet: 


oi 


Fortune to thee, at length, is justly kind: 
Thy filial love its due reward will meet, 
And a lost parent in a lover find. 


— — — 
— — — 


* Since this was written, W. H. HARTLEY, Esq; has been a third 
time chosen representative for Berks in 1790. 
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How do the good in estimation rise! 
Such is the man who courts thee to his arms: 
You've won his heart, and fix'd his roving eyes 
On the fair mark of your increasing charms. 
XI. 
Worthy of Winchcomb's and great Dutton's race, 
A welcome heir may heav*n's kind mercy send! 


And, in their offspring, with a mother's grace, 
The father's form, and all their virtues blend. 


XII. 
May their life's current still with calmness flow, 
And all their hours with soft composure glide! 


In the wife's eye her husband lovelier grow, 
And all his bliss be center'd in the bride! 
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FROM 


THE SPECTATOR, 


vol. V1. No. 603. 


—— — 


COLIN. 


I. 
Mr time, O ye Muses! was happily spent, 
When Phebe went with me wherever I went: 
Ten thousand sweet pleasures I felt in my breast; 
Sure never fond shepherd like CoLIN was blest! 
But now she is gone, and has left me behind, 
What a marvellous change on a sudden I find! 
When things were as fine as could possibly be, 
I thought *twas the spring; but, alas! it was she. 

II. 

With such a companion, to tend a few sheep, 
To rise up and play, and to lie down and sleep: 


Lu 
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PASTORALIS CANTILENA, 


CELEBERRIMA APUD ANGLOS; 


LATINIS VERSICULIS EXPRESSA., 


JAN. 1788. 


CORYDON. 


DirFUGERE dies, musæ, feliciter almi, 
Mecum fecit iter dum Phebe quo via duxit; 
Mille voluptates blandas sub pectore sensi: 
Nec viguit pastor CoRYDONE beatior ullus! 
Decessit mea cara comes, solusque relinquor: 
Quam subitò et mire mea sors mutata videtur! 
Induerent vultus cum lætos omnia circum, 
Ver erat, ut visum est; eheu! tunc adfuit illa. 
II. 

Pascere oves teneras, tali comitante sodale, 

Ludere quosque dies, somno dare noctis et horas: 
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I was so good-humour'd, so cheerful and gay, 
My heart was as light as a feather all day: 
But now I so cross and so peevish am grown, 
So strangely uneasy as never was known. 


My fair one is gone, and my joys are all drown'd, 
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And my heart, I am sure, it weighs more than a 
pound. 
III. 

The fountain that wont to run sweetly along, 
And dance to soft murmurs the pebbles among, 
Thou know'st, little Cupid, if Phebe was there, 
*Twas pleasure to look at, *rwas music to hear: 
But now she is absent, I walk by its side, 

And still, as it murmurs, do nothing but chide: 
Must you be so cheerful, while J go in pain? 
Peace then with your babbling, and hear me com- I G 


plain. 
IV. 
When my lambkins around me would oftentimes 
play, Et 


And when Phebe and I were as joyful as they, 


# 
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O quam suave fuit! quid me festivius? omni 

Tempore cor, penna levius, nova guadia carpsit: 

Difficilis, querulus fio, morosus, acerbus, 

Et curis præter solitum mens ægra gravatur: 

Gaudia vanescunt; mea nam decessit amica; 

Corque meum—ah! certè superat nunc pondere 
libram. 


III. 

Fons liquidus, purus, qui nuper dulce fluebat, 
Atque inter lapides saliebat mumure leni, 
Quando aderat Phebe, (tu nosti, parve Cupido) 
Gratus erat visu, sonitu demulsit et aures: 
Illa absente, dolens rivi dum vado per oram 
Fonsque susurrat aquæ, verba hæc mordacia fundo: 
Tunc fluis lætè, dumque ipse miserrimus adsto? 
Garrula lympha, tace, nunc audi meque querentem. 


IV. 
Me circum agnelli dum subsiluere protervi, 


Et mecum ludens Phebe gestivit ut illi, 
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How pleasant their sporting! how happy their time, 
When spring, love, and beauty, were all in their 
prime! 
But now in their frolics, when by me they pass, 
I throw at their fleeces a handful of grass; 
Be still then, I cry, for it makes me quite mad 
To see you so merry, while I am so sad. 
V. 

My dog I was ever well- pleased to see 
Come wagging his tail to my fair one and me; 
And Phœbe was pleas'd too, and to my dog said, 
Come hither, poor fellow;*” and patted his head: 
But now when he 's fawning, I with a sour look 
Cry, “ Sirrah;” and give him a blow with my crook: 
And I'll give him another; for why should not Tray 
Be as dull as his master, when Phebe's away? 

VI. 
When walking with Phebe what sights have I 
Seen? 

How fair was the flower, how fresh was the green! 
What a lovely appearance the trees and the shade, 
The corn-fields and hedges, and ev'ry thing made! 
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Quam jucundus erat lusus! quam vita beata! 


Ver, Amor atque Venus, primzvo flore vigebant! 

Prætereunt si nunc agni me gesticulantes, 

Herbæ desectæ peto vellera pulchra maniplis; 

Cessate à ludis, inquam, me insania vexat, 

Dum vos cerno hilares, premit ast mea pectora mceror. 
V. 

Res pergrata fuit vigilem spectare catellum, 

Qui mihi blanditur cauda caræque puellæ: 

Indulsitque cani Phebe, cui mollia dixit, 

« Huc ades, © dilecte;ꝰ caput leviterque feribat. 

Blandimenta canis nunc sperno; fronte severi, 

« Improbe, abi,” exclamo, caput et mea virga 
flagellat: 

Percutiamque iterum; cur non hic fidus amicus 

Conscius est domini, te, Phæbe absente, doloris? 

VL. 

Te comite, O Phebe, quæ lzta et splendida vidi! 
Quam nivei flores! quo cespite terra vigebat! 
Quam sata larga, umbræ ramorum, vivaque septa 
Sunt nobis variis distincta coloribus orta! 
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But now she has left me, though all are still there, 
They none of them now so delightful appear: 
*Twas nought but the magic, I find, of her eyes 
Made so many beautiful prospects arise. 

VII. 

Sweet music went with us both all the wood thro', 
The lark, linnet, thrustle, and nightingale too; 
Winds over us whisper'd, flocks by us did bleat, 
And chirp went the grasshopper under our feet. 
But now she is absent, though still they sing on, 
The woods are but lonely, the melody 's gone: 
Her voice in the concert, as now I have found, 
Gave ev'ry thing else an agreeable sound. 

| vm. 

Rose! what is become of thy delicate hue? 
And where is the violet's beautiful blue? 
Does aught of its sweetness the blossoms beguile? 
That meadow! those daisies! why do they not smile? 
Ah, rivals! I see what it was that you dress'd 
And made yourselves fine for; a place in her breast! 
You put on your colours to-pleasure her eye, 
To be pluck'd by her hand, on her bosom to die. 
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Ast abiit Phebe, quamvis hæc cuncta manentque, 


Nil splendoris habent, nec cor dulcedine replent: 

Ex oculis Phebes, (oculis nos fascinat illa) 

Quicquid erat pulchrum, duxit lumenque decusque. 
VII. 

Cantus per sylvas nos est comitatus euntes; 
Turdus erat, Philomela loquax, linaria, alauda: 
Spirabant lenes venti, balabat ovisque, 

Sub pedibusque dedit stridorem arguta cicada. 

Bla absente, licet volucres sua carmina fundunt, 
Nunc sylva est deserta, deest quoque cantus amænus. 
Concentum effudit, Phebe, tua lingua canora, 

Ex hac sylvarum, novi, melos omne fluebat. 


VIII. 
Quo color iste tuus fugit, rosa, molle rubescens? 


Purpureique abiit violæ quo grata venustas? 
Nunquid surripuit floris redolentis odorem? 

Cur non hoc pratum, bellisque hæc candida ridet? 
Ah mula gens! constat vos hæc gestasse superba 
Ornamenta, sinũ ut Phebes insidere detur 

Vobis: induitis nitidos, © serta, colores 
Excerpenda manu, gremio peritura puellæ. 


Sa 
IX. 

How slowly time creeps, till my Phebe return! 
While amidst the soft zephyr's cool breezes I burn: 
Methinks if I knew whereabouts he would tread, 

I could breathe on his wings, and *twould melt down 
his lead: 

Fly swifter, ye minutes, bring hither my dear, 

And rest so much longer for't, when she is here. 

Ah, CoLin! old Time is full of delay, 

Nor will budge one foot faster for all thou canst say. 


X. 

Will no pitying power, that hears me complain, 
Or cure my dis quiet, or soften my pain? 
To be cur'd, thou must, CoLin, thy passion 

remove:“ 
But what swain is so silly to live without love? 
No, Deity, bid the dear nymph to return; 
For ne'er was poor shepherd so sadly forlorn. 
Ah! what shall 1 do? I shall die wich despair! 


Take heed, all ye swains, how ye love one so fair. 


— — 


8 — 


— — — 
— - — 


— 
— 


1 


IX. 

Quam tarde repet tempus, dum cara redibit! 
Aura licèt zephyri gelida est tamen uror amore: 
Si novi premeret quo mox vestigia tempus, 
Plumbum, quod pennas gravat huic, afflando li- 

quarem: 
Ocius ite dies, dilectam hic ducite nympham; 
Dumque aderit Phebe, celerem vos sistite cursum: 
« Festinat lente tempus, mihi crede, senile, 
« Propter te, Cox vDoN, fugiet non ociùs hora.“ 
X. 

Nemo est e superis, qui me miseratus amantem 

Aut curas adimet, feret aut mihi dulce levamen? 


Nonne vales, Cox v Do? extingue cupidinis zstus:?” 


Num sine amore licet pastoribus esse beatis? 
Non licet, O superi; facite ut mea cara rediret: 
Me miserum et solum! quo non est tristior alter! 


Ah! quid agam? pereo prorsus; spes omnis adempta 


est, 


O socii, nimium pulchras vitate puellas. 


—— — —-— — —— — 
— — — — — * — _— - 


— 96 ] 

How slowly time creeps, till my Phebe return! 
While amidst the soft zephyr's cool breezes I burn: 
Methinks if I knew whereabouts he would tread, 

I could breathe on his wings, and *twould melt down 
his lead: 1 i 

Fly swifter, ye minutes, bring hither my dear, 

And rest so much longer for't, when she is here. 

Ah, CoLin! old Time is full of delay, 


Nor will budge one foot faster for all thou canst say. 


X. N 
Will no pitying power, that hears me complain, 
Or cure my dis quiet, or soften my pain? 
© To be cur'd, thou must, CoLin, thy passion 

remove: | n 

But what swain is so silly to live without love? 
No, Deity, bid the dear nymph to return; 
For ne' er was poor shepherd so sadly forlorn. 
Ah! what shall 1 do? I shall die wich despair! 
Take heed, all ye swains, how ye love one so fair. 
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IX. 

Quam tarde repet tempus, dum cara redibit: 
Aura licet zephyri gelida est tamen uror amore: 
Si novi premeret quo mox vestigia tempus, 
Plumbum, quod pennas gravat huic, afflando li- 

quarem: 
Ocius ite dies, dilectam hic ducite nympham; 
Dumque aderit Phebe, celerem vos sistite cursum: 
« Festinat lentè tempus, mihi crede, senile, 
« Propter te, Cox v Dor, fugiet non ociùs hora.“ 


X. 

Nemo est e superis, qui me miseratus amantem 
Aut curas adimet, feret aut mihi dulce levamen? 
Nonne vales, Cox ypon? extingue cupidinis æstus:“ 
Num sine amore licet pastoribus esse beatis? 

Non licet, O superi; facite ut mea cara rediret: 

Me miserum et solum! quo non est tristior alter! 

Ah! quid agam? pereo prorsus; spes omnis adempta 
est, | 

O socii, nimium pulchras vitate puellas. 
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A SONG, 


ON 


MISS WEST, 


OF 


KNARESBOROUGH, YORKSHIRE. 


To the Tune of,—No Nymph that trips the verdant Plains. = 
FN 


r 
1 


No nymph that shines the belles among, 
In beauty can contest 


The prize with her that claims my song, 


Enchanting KrrTY WEST! 
Now in the blooming May of charms, 
When nature 's richly drest, 


i 


Thy beauty all my soul disarms, 
O lovely KITTY Wes! 
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II. 
Good-humour animates thy face, 
As virtue does thy breast; 
Adorn'd with ew'ry winning grace 
Is charming KITTY WEST. 
Oh! how e shall I her merits tell? 
By all she is carest; 


For love and joy delight to dwell 
With beauteous KITTY W᷑SI. 


III. 


In dance she moves with sweetest ease, 
Of music's soul possest; 

Both air and shape combine to please 
In graceful Kir TY WEST. 

The youth with her in wedlock join'd 
Will be supremely blest; 

And ev'ry sweet attraction find 
In matchless KiTTY WSI. 
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Elegy 
THE DEATH 


or 
MY Mucn-oNOURED AND LAMENTED FRIEND 


WINCHCOMB HENRY HARTLEY, Esq. 


LATE 


REPRESENTATIVE OF THE COUNTY OF BERKS. 
AUG. 22, 1794. 


| I. 
Frigxp of my heart! friend to mankind! adieu! 
Though heaven remove thee from our mortal eyes, 
Thy virtues, graven on our breast, we view; 
That goodness we have lost, we doubly prize. 


II. 
Sprung from affection, fix d by dear esteem, 
A friendship in our infant years began: 
Pleas'd I beheld good-nature's lucid beam 
Shine in his features ripen'd into man. 


1 


III. 
How many lovely nymphs felt Cupid's dart, 
Whilst their fond eyes my friend's sweet mien 
admir*d! 
His great attractions drew each tender heart, 
By ardent love's soft inspiration fir'd. 


IV. 
Noble, majestic, was his shape and air, 
For martial eminence by nature form'd : 
His country's good employ'd his anxious care; 
A love of liberty his bosom warm'd. 


V. 
Once party-rage, that blam'd his friendly zeal, 
Gainst his election all its force apply'd: 


es, 


His heart would not his sentiments conceal; 
No temporising wiles he meanly tried, 


VI. 
The sons of Berks in cooler moments chose 
My friend as champion of their rights and laws: 
To faction's plots his sense superior rose; 
His loyal probity secur'd applause. 
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VIL 
In useful knowledge, train'd from early youth, 
He well improv'd a candid, virtuous mind, 


Enlighten'd by religion's purest truth, 
To all his fellow-creatures gentle, kind. 


VIII. 
May some consistent patriot, freedom's friend, 
In our great Senate fill his vacant place; 
One, whose fair actions may their choice commend, 
And Berkshire's free- born voters nc'er disgrace! 


— —— —ũĩ— — Don 
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THE 


TRUE SPRINGS AND JUST ENDS 


OF 
NATIONAL EXERTION, 


ELUCIDATED IN 


AN ADDRESS TO LIBERTY. 


SEPT, 6, 1794. 


O Dea, Libertas! quid te præstantius? Angli! 
Hæc viget in vobis: agitante calescitis ill, 


If thy divinity the soul inspire, 
Sweet Liberty! we feel a Briton's fire, 


I. 

O Thou! whose warm exhilarating beam 
Darts through creation, as its moving soul! 
Light of all nations! whence a cheering gleam 

Illumes the sons of earth from pole to pole! 
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| II. 
PII call thee Goddess! did not Rome adore 
Thy pow'r, that led her on to well-earn'd fame? 
Shalt thou be less rever'd on Britain's shore? 
PII call thee Liberty! thy English name! 


III. 
Spirit unseen! through thee man's noble heart 
Feels courage in his country's cause to fight: 
Thy dictates, urg'd by reason's voice, impart 
The love of mercy and of equal right. 


IV. 
Vict'ry by justice gain'd is Freedom's aim; 
War is her last resort; fair Peace her end: 
To ev'ry rank she gives its proper claim; 
Of kings and people equally the friend! 


V. 
Oft demagogues fair Freedom's form assume, 
Sly courtiers under this their views disguise; 
Vain tyrants cruelly denounce her doom, 
Yet still her efforts must triumphant rise. 
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VI. 
Where despots rule, or anarchy prevails, 
Thence injur'd Freedom wings her speedy flight: 
A state, so sunk, philanthropy bewails: 
Can good men in a nation's fall delight? 


VII. 
The goddess Liberty, divinely kind, 

On France misrul'd with look benignant smil'd: 
Her patriots rose, but chiefs of evil mind 

These heroes of their fame and hope beguiPd. 


VIII. 
Curs'd Jacobins!—ah! drench'd with human gore! 
Tremble, ye caitiffs! view your guillotine! 
View Robespierre! the coward fiend 's no more! 
Heav'n's vengeance in his fate is clearly seen. 


IX. 
Just Father of us all!—oh! send thy grace, 
Pour true Religion's ray on all our foes! 
The paths of mercy by this light they'll trace, 
This to their mind will heav'nly truth disclose. 
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X. 


Grant that our swords to ploughshares may be 
turn'd! 
May foreign and domestic discord cease! 
Too long hath war in flames devouring burn'd: 
May it soon end in Liberty and Peace! 


— — — — 


IN 


—ͤ — —— 


MESSIAH; 


A SACRED ECLOGUE. 


BY MR. POPE. 


YE nymphs of Solyma ! begin the song: 

To heav'nly themes sublimer strains belong. 

The mossy fountains, and the sylvan shades, 

The dreams of Pindus, and th' Aonian maids, 

Delight no more: O thou my voice inspire 

Who touch'd I5aiah's hallow'd lips with fire! 
Rapt into future times the bard begun: 

A virgin shall conceive, a virgin bear a son! 

From Jesse's root behold a branch arise, | 

Whose sacred flow'r with fragrance fills the skies: 
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MESSIAS; 
SACRA ECLOGA. 


ALEXANDRO POPIO SCRIPTORE, 
VERSIO LATINA. 


MENSE JUN11 1790 


IxcrerTr, o, carmen, nymph Solymeides altum: 
Nunc magis excelsis numeris divina canamus. 
Sylvestres umbræ, fontes, quos muscus opacat, 
Ainides fictæ, simulati culmina Pindi, 

Non sunt noster amor: procul, 0 procul este, profana! 
Tu mihi nunc adsis, vocem inspiresque canenti, 
Afflatu cujus tacito sacer infuit ignis 

Laiæ labris, menti vigor ardua tentans. 

Eximius vates, ventura in sæcula raptus, 
Attollens vocem, læta hæc miracula pandit: 
Concipiet virgo, puerum dabit innuba virgo! 
Pullulat ex Fesses radice en! palmes: odorem 
Flosculus inde satus diffundit ad zthera sanctus: 
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Th' ætherial spirit o'er its leaves shall move, 


And on its top descends rhe mystic dove. 

Ve heav'ns! from high the dewy nectar pour, 
And in soft silence shed the kindly show'r! 

The sick and weak the healing plant shall aid, 
From storms a shelter, and from heat a shade. | 
All crimes shall cease, and ancient fraud shall fail; 
Returning justice lift aloft her scale; 

Peace o'er the world her olive wand extend, 


And white-rob'd innocence from heav'n descend. 


Swift fly the years, and rise th* expected morn! 
Oh! spring to light, auspicious babe, be born! 
See nature hastes her earliest wreaths to bring, 
With all the incense of the breathing spring: 
See lofty Lebanon his head advance: 

See nodding forests on the mountains dance: 
Sce spicy clouds from lowly Saron rise, 

And Carmel's flow'ry top pertumes the skies! 
Hark! a glad voice the lonely desert cheers; 
Prepare the way! a God, a God appears: 

A God! a God! the vocal hills reply; 

The rocks proclaim th approaching Deity. 


1 
Afflabit foliis divinæ spiritus auræ, 
Dilapsa in ramum descendit sacra columba. 
Nectar rore madens ex alto fundite, cceli! 
Vos 6 jucundos effundite leniter imbres! 
Languentes artus medicabilis herba levabit, 
Depellet pluviam, nimio defendet ab æstu. 
Tollentur scelera et priscæ vestigia fraudis; 
ſustitia attollet trutinam in sublime revertens; 
Pax oleæ virgam per totum porriget orbem, 
Albata integritas cœli mittetur ab arce. 
Diffugite, 6 anni! lux exoptata venique! 
Fortunate puer consurge ad luminis auras! 
En! natura sinu fæcundo florea serta 
Fert citius, veris quoque fert halantis odores: 
En! altus Lebanon caput inter nubila condit: 
Nutantes luci saliunt in montibus ecce! 
En! Sarone humili fragrantia nubila surgunt; 
Replet odore virens Carmellus floribus æthram! 
Auscultate! hilarat mæstum vox dulcis eremum; 
Pandite iter latum! Deus en! Deus ille propinquat! 
Responsant, Deus! ecce Deus! collesque canori: 


Numinis adventum dicunt lætantia saxa. 
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Lo! earth receives him from the bending skies! 


Sink down, ye mountains, and ye vallies, rise! 
With heads declin'd, ye cedars, homage pay; 
Be smooth, ye rocks; ye rapid floods, give way! 
The Saviour comes! by ancient bards foretold: 
Hear him, ye deaf, and all ye blind, behold! 

He from thick films shall purge the visual ray, 
And on the sightless eye-ball pour the day: 

'Tis he th' obstructed paths of sound shall clear, 
And bid new music charm th' unfolding ear: 

The dumb shall sing, the lame his crutch forego, 
And leap exulting like the bounding roe. 

No sigh, no murmur, the wide world shall hear, 
From ev'ry face he wipes off ev'ry tear. 

In adamantine chains shall death be bound, 

And hells grim tyrant feel th* eternal wound. 
As the good shepherd tends his fleecy care, 
Seeks freshest pasture, and the purest air; 
Explores the lost, the wand'ring sheep directs, 
By day o'ersees them, and by night protects; 
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Demissum ccelis en! terra amplectitur illum! 
Sidite vos, montes; humiles assurgite valles! 
Numen adorate, © cedri, vos vertice flexo; 
Sistite, torrentes! rupes sit lævior omnis! 

En! Salvator adest! quem prædixẽre prophetæ! 
Vos audite illum, surdi, cæcique videte! 
Luminis eripiet radio caliginis umbras, 

Visu privatos oculos splendore replebit. 

Dat mandata, soni reserato limine claus], 
Pandenti obrepet nova musica mollius auri: 
Concinet elinguis; claudus, positoque bacillo, 
Saltu se tollet læto, ceu dama resultans. 

Non gemitus questusve ullis auditur in oris: 
Ille omnes vultu lacrymas abstergit ab omni. 
Injiciet mox vincla poteris adamantina morti; 
Terribilis visu, nigri dominator et orci 
Aternam illius devictus sentiet iram. 
Lanigeras ut pastor oves custodit agrestes, 
Pascua in opima bonus mittit, quo purior aer, 
Amissos quærit, dux est palantibus agnis; 
Luci curat eos, noctù vigilansque tuetur, 
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The tender lambs he raises in his arms, 


Feeds from his hand, and in his bosom warms; 
Thus shall mankind his guardian care engage, 
The promis'd Father of the future age. 

No more shall nation against nation rise, 

Nor ardent warriors meet with hateful eyes; 
Nor fields with gleaming steel be cover'd o'er, 
The brazen trumpets kindle rage no more; 
But useless lances into scythes shall bend, 
And the broad faulchion in a plough-share end: 
Then palaces shall rise; the joyful son 

Shall finish what his short. liv'd sire begun; 
Their vines a shadow to their race shall yield, 


And the same hand that sow'd, shall reap the field. 


The swain in barren deserts, with surprize, 
Sees lilies spring, and sudden verdure rise; 
And starts amidst the thirsty wilds to hear 
New falls of water murm'ring in his ear. 

On rifted rocks, the dragons” late abodes, 

The green reed trembles, and the bullrush nods. 
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Excipiens teneros agnos attollit in ulnas, 
Pabula dat dextra, gremio fovet anxius illos: 
Sic erit ille hominum generi tutela fidelis; 
Illius (hoc olim vates cecinere) paternum 
Postera gens, nimium felix, agnoscet amorem. 
Non inter populos flagrans discordia surget, 
Nec bellatores miscebunt prælia torvi; 

Non horrebit ager late rutilantibus hastis, 
Ere nec incendet belli tuba rauca furorem 

In curvas falces flectetur inutilis hasta, 
Vomeris in dentem falcatus desinet ensis. 
Regia consurgent palatia; filius audax, 

Quod pater incepit brevis ævi, finiet omne. 
Umbrabit gentem venturam vitis amæna; 
Semina qui sparsit, frumentum demetet idem. 
Lilia verna loco sterili crescentia cernit 
Agricola attonitus, terram subitòque virentem; 
En! resilit, peragrans deserta arentia; mirum 
Lene cadentis aquz nam murmur verberat aurem. 
Rupibus in fissis, quas jam tenuere dracones, 
Exoritur tremulo motu sylvestris arena, 

Et juncus, ventis agitatus, vertice nutat. 
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Waste, sandy vallies, once perplex'd with thorn, 

The spiry fir and shapely box adorn; 

To leafless shrubs the flow'ring palms succeed, 

And od'rous myrtle to the noisome weed. 

The lambs with wolves shall graze the verdant mead, 

And boys in flow'ry bands the tiger lead! 

The steer and lion at one crib shall meet, 

And harmless serpents lick the pilgrim's feet. 

The smiling infant in his hand shall take 

The crested basilisk and speckled snake, 

Pleas'd the green lustre of their scales survey, 

And with their forky tongue shall innocently play. 
Rise, crown'd with light, imperial Salem, rise! 

Exalt thy tow'ry head, and lift thy eyes! 

See, a long race thy spacious courts adorn; 

See future sons, and daughters yet unborn, + 

In crouding ranks on ev'ry side arise, 

Demanding life, impatient for the skies! 


1 

Infæcunda viret vallis, modo sentibus horrens, 
Abietibus celsis, buxi crispantis honore; 
Qna modo marcebat segnis sine frondibus arbos, 
Florida palma viget; qua fztida crevit et herba, 
Myrtus, honos horti, pergratos mittit odores. 
Una agnique lupi viridantia gramina carpent; 
Florea vincla tigres, puero ducente, tenebunt! 
Ad præsepe unum venient vitulique leoque: 
Lambet serpentis tunc expers lingua veneni 
Illiusque pedes, qui sacras advenit oras. 
Insignem crista basiliscum parvulus infans 
Prensabit, ridens, maculis unguemque decorum; 
Squamas aspiciet, gaudens viridente nitore: 
Gestiet illæsus tractans linguasque bisulcas. 

Surge, Salem; splendore micans, urbs regia, surge! 
Erige turritum caput, et tua lumina tolle! 
Progenies numerosa tuis spectatur in aulis 
En! amplis! cœtus quam splendens visus adesse! 
Nondum nata oculis apparet plurima virgo, 
Filii et illustres: en! lucidus ordo nepotum! 
Vitales auras poscentes carpere, amore 
Ardent indomito surgendi ad sidera coli. 
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See barb' rous nations at thy gates attend, 

Walk in thy light, and in thy temple bend; 

See thy bright altars throng'd with prostrate kings, 
And heap'd with products of Sabæan springs! 

For thee Idume's spicy forests blow, 

And seeds of gold in Ophir's mountains glow. 

See heav'n its sparkling portals wide display, 

And break upon thee in a flood of day! 

No more the rising sun shall gild the morn, 

Nor ev'ning Cynthia fill her silver horn; 

But lost, dissolv'd in thy superior rays, 

One tide of glory, one unclouded blaze, 

O'erflow thy courts: the Light himself shall shine 
Reveal'd, and Gop's eternal day be thine! 

The seas shall waste, the skies in smoke decay, 
Rocks fall to dust, and mountains melt away; 

But fix'd his word, his saving pow'r remains: 
Thy realm for ever lasts, thy own MEss1AaH reigns: 


—_—— 
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Ecce tuis portis succedens barbara turba 


Obsequium gaudet præstare, et lumine claro 
Ducta tuo, numen veneratur poplite flexo! 

En! tua suppliciter cingunt altaria reges: 
Divitias veris, generat quas terra Sabæa, 

Ecce ferunt manibus; donis cumulantur et aræ. 
Saltus Idumæus tibi spirat aromata grata: 
Montibus Ophyri tibi fulgent semina et auri. 
Aspice! panduntur radiantia limina cceli, 

Te circumfusa est en! vis immensaque lucis. 
Posthac sol oriens non sparget littus Eöum 
Auratis radiis, nec Cynthia, sole cadente, 
Complebit splendens argentea cornua clare: 

Te fulgente, jubar solis lunæque latescet: 
Gloria præcellens, fulgor sine nube coruscans 
Atria inundabit tua: Lux revelata patebit 

Ipsa, DEI splendor semper teque ambiet omnis! 
Aquora decrescent maris, evanescet et æther 
In famum, rupesque ruent, montesque liquescent; 
Illius ast verbum stat fixum, immobile, verax: 
Certa salus miseris, huic diva potentia salva est. 
Imperium tibi rite datum, sine fine vigescet: 
Sceptra tenet CHRIsrus rex æternùmque tenebit. 
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ON 


THE DEATH 


OF 


DEWAR, Esq. 


oF 


ENHAM, HANTS. 


DEC. 1794. 


'Thoven your great benefactor is no more, 
Weep not for him, but for yourselves, ye poor! 
Ye rich! his good example keep in sight: 

To serve his Gop was his supreme delight. 

Kind heav'n did mercy in his death display, 

And took him hence, too good on earth to stay. 
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THE HAPPY UNION. 


ON THE MARRIAGE OF 


THOMAS MANSEL TALBOT, Esg; 
| OF MARGAM, GLAMORGANSHIRE, 


wiTH THE 


RIGHT HON. LADY MARY STRANGWAYS, 
DAUGHTER OF 'THE EARL OF ILCHESTER. 
MARCH 15, 1794. 


Felices ter et amplius 
Quos irrupta tenet copula: nec malis 
Divulsus querimoniis — 
Suprema citiùs solvet amor die. 
Hok. Od. 13. lib. i. 


Thrice happy they! whom love's connubial bond 
Joins in a knot indissolubly fast! 

Not rent by strife, their union, firm and fond, 
"Till death dissolves it, unimpair'd will last! 
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Troven nature point out pleasure to the view, 
From man's embrace how oft the phantom flies! 

Yet, did our reason love's fair track pursue, 
Affection would our pleasure realize. 
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II. 
My friend, my relative, in warm pursuit 
Of dear enjoyment, met a lovely fair: 
Their birth, their inclinations, aptly suit: 
Connubial love unites this happy pair. 


III. 
On this auspicious morn, O, radiant sun, 
Dispelling ev'ry mist, thy splendors shed! 
And as thou dost thy glorious progress run, 
May blessings light upon their nuptial bed! 


IV. 
Bless'd with an offspring fair, endearing, sweet; 
This they will deem true wedlock's richest prize: 
For children ev'ry parent's wishes meet, 
Engage our hearts, and captivate our eyes. 


V. 
Noble their ancestors, whose splendid fame 
To their descendants virtue's love imparts: 
Fox! Mansell! Strangways] each a glorious name! 
And Talbot /—$0unds like these must warm their 
hearts! | 
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g VI. 
To you, my friends, what pow'rs doth heav'n bestow! 
Of precious wealth an unexhausted store! 
Then freely let your streams of bounty flow 
To bless the worthy, and relieve the poor! 


VII. 
Those hearts that true beneficence display, 


Will to themselves find peace and joy supplied: 
Just Providence will bounteous acts repay, 
And through life's perils be our surest guide. 
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Rebus in humanis quid dulcius-experiere 
Alterno convictu et fido pectore amici. 


In life what sweeter pleasure will you find 
Than a true friend, in converse free and kind, f 


United with you both in voice and mind? 


ocT. 17, 1794. ; 


I. 
> 
How &weetly Friendship cheers the pensive hours 


"Of her true vot'ries under sorrow's smart! 
With tender skill the balm of comfort pours 
Into the drooping and desponding heart! 


II. 
When a friend's care dispels a bosom grief, 
Or plucks out disappointment's deadly sting, 
Ind the full heart, that tastes this glad relief, 
A sudden overflow of joy will spring: 
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III. 


No less a transport fills the noble mind 

Of him, whose spirit cold distress can warm: 
Thus grateful sentiments and actions kind 

A strong and undissembled friendship form. 


IV. Y 
Compliant tempers, mutual fix'd esteem, 
Congenial souls in closest bands unite : 
Thrice happy union! animating theme! 
The very thought yields exquisite delight. 


1 
Pleasures, imparted, give a double zest; 
Fond intimates their joys together share: 
Their sorrows, tho* they wound the troubled breast, 
Affection lessens, and divides their care. 


a 


VI. 


In these sad times how weak is credit grown! 
Old English honesty—how rarely found! 

The seeds of base suspicion, widely sown, 

Too rankly vegetate in British ground. 


— 
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VII. 


How many put on Friendship's fair outside! 
Mark their fine words, and smiles serenely gay! 
In your affliction let their truth be tried, 
Bright flattery's sunshine quickly fades away! 


VIII. 

Give me a friend that's honest, gen'rous, true, 
Who can the little passions well command: 
My virtues praise, my faults with candour view, 

And open in distress his heart and hand. 


IX. 
Hail, Friendship! source of pleasure, love, and mirth! 
From thee all social gifts and blessings flow, 
That man's expanded heart enjoys on earth: 
Tis heav'n alone can purer bliss bestow. 


— 
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GULIELMUS WAIN HOUSE 


AMICO SUO 


GULIELMO GATEHOUSE 
SALUTEM ET BENEVOLUM CONSILIUM DICIT. 


1772. 


O Juvenis dilecte, meis adverte benignam 
Consiliis aurem, mente revolve tua. 

Debetur monitis matris reverentia prima; 
Est pia virtutis nam tibi mater amans. 

Ignavè pereat tua non pretiosior ætas; 

Sint musz cordi, sint literæque bonæ. 
Nocte dieque manu versentur scripta probata; 
Vis doctrinæ hominis promovet ingenium. 
Musica nec dulcis, chorearum nec leve munus 


Contemnatur; erunt hæc tibi dulce decus. 


* 
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AN EPISTLE OF ADVICE 


10 


Mr. WILLIAM GATEHOUSE, 


1771. 


— 


DEAR youth, an ear attentive lend, 
And mark the counsel of a friend. 
Your mother's precepts ne'er despise; 
For she is pious, virtuous, wise. 
The charms of science should engage 
The precious days of rip'ning age. 
With unabated care peruse 
The labours of the classic muse; 
To books devote your leisure hours, 
For books improve the mental pow'rs; 
Nor music sweet, nor dancing scorn, 
For these the gentleman adorn. 

K 
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Num mercaturæ grata est tibi cura lucrosa? 
Exercere artes ingenuasne juvat? 

Sis miles? sequitur bellantes gloria; quæras 
Tu laudem et nummos officiisve togæ? 

Sperne otium indignum; socios quoque sperne so- 

cordes, 

Pura sodalitis mens vitiata malo est. 

Esto animo docilis, nunquam monitoribus asper; 
Ex his nam vitæ commoda summa fluunt. 

Iræ pura deest si mens, demissa per aures 
Præceptoris erunt irrita dicta tui. 

Moribus urbanus, blandus sermone, placendi 
Disce modos, cunctis te facilemque gere. 

Sint procul ore tuo semper mendacia verba, 
Immaculata dolis integra corda tene. 

Prosequere obsequio caros et honore parentes, 
Longior et vitæ sit tibi summa brevis. 
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Say, does the merchant's gainful trade 
Thy heart with love of wealth invade? 
Or does the soldier's brave employ 

Thy breast inspire with nobler joy? 

Does law thy studious mind invite, 

Or grave divinity delight? 

To trade or some profession take: 

By industry your fortune make. 

Meet rev'rence to your teachers show, 
For life's chief goods from learning flow. 
Your passions carefully restrain, 

Or sage preceptors teach in vain, 

Of manners gentle, courteous, kind, 

In civil terms express your mind: 

Abhor diss imulation vile, 

Preserve your lips unstain'd by guile. 
Honour and love, (their well-carn'd debt) 
Due to your parents, ne'er forget: 

Our heav'nly Father oft repays 

True filial love with length of days, 
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Religionis amor doceat servare IEHO VAM 
Te leges, æquam justitiamque $equi, 
Sic tibi, dum pergis virtutis tramite recto, 

Accumulet clemens optima dona Dzvus! 


—— 
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Religion's sacred laws revere, 

Their Author serve with holy fear. 

Be pious, charitable, just, 

In Providence repose your trust. 

Thus, while in virtue's paths you tread, 
May heav'n show'r blessings on your head! 
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THE SPEECHES 


PUBLICLY DELIVERED BY 


THE REV. DR. VALPY's SCHOLARS, 


IN THE 


GRAMMAR-SCHOOL AT READING. 


OCT, 18, 1788. 


SC —=p@D=X=CcqT”TARRRYTRYD 


Tux glow that decks the cheeks of youth 
(Ingenuous sign of modest truth!) 

Possesses an attractive charm 

That does the critic's brow disarm: 

Add eloquence with all its grace; 

"Twill throw a lustre o'er the face, 

With energetic influence warm, 

And animate the human form. 


| 
| 
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The magic wonders of the tongue, 
Perform'd by tyroes, artless, young, 
My feeble muse would fain rehearse 
In flowing, unaffected verse. 

Grave rulers, (what a goodly sight!) 
Circled by nymphs divinely bright, 
Assembled meet; before them stand 
Of orators a youthful band. 

What stripling first attracts my eyes? 
See him with steady aspect rise, 
Prepar'd to vent his antient lore: 

(Of Homer's Greek not small his store) 
His voice, majestically loud, 

With wonder fills th' admiring croud. 

At Hefor's threats, in language bold, 
The blood, with horror thrill'd, runs cold. 

Another in pathetic tones 
An hapless lady's death bemoans: 

His passions all our pow'rs controul, 
And grief o'erwhelms the melting soul. 

Hark! death, that knocks at ev'ry door, 

Three warnings gives to rich and poor: 
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(Pioxzi, that bright female sage, 

Thus in a tale instructs the age) 

Yet deaf, lame, blind, a dotard grown, 

Who death a welcome guest will own? 
What youth, inspir'd by Virgil's page, 

Madden'd with love, with grief and rage, 

Sings, Orpheus, thy unhappy fate: 

Torn from Eurydice, thy mate? 

For one dear longing look behind, 

One effort of affection kind, 

Pluto reclaim'd thy lovely bride: 

"Tis thus infernal gods decide. 


Bur list to Shakeſpeare's wood-notes wild! 


His strains have many an hour beguil'd: 
Revenge, ambition, murder dire, 
The speaker's breast with madness fire: 


Clarence, what tongue thy dreams can tell? 


Dreams black and horrible as hell! 
Our souls are in a whirlwind tost, 
In ecstasies and terrors lost. 


Choice flow'rs of language, glowing, rare, 


Cull'd by a master's nicest care; 


a—_— . —äm— 


11 


With what old Greece sublimely thought, 

And Rome to high perfection brought; 

Or the bold Briton's genius bright 

Hath blazon'd with superior light: 

To- day engage the taste refin'd, 

Enchant the ear, improve the mind. 

By ev'ry learned reader felt, 

Sweet Sophocles the heart can melt. 
Nov infant tongues, in colours gay, 

Man's varied characters pourtray. 

Great Alexander strives t' inspire 

His languid troops with martial fire: 

His gestures, looks, and words, excite 

The dastard soul to daring flight. 

| Rome's terror, fam'd in martial field, 

See Hannibal to Scipio yield! 


How chang'd! how fall'n—all human pow'r 


Is but the pageant of an hour. 
Doth not some deadly form appear, 
Starting aghast?—'tis pallid fear. 
Two youths a conversation hold: 
How fluently their thoughts are told! 
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Soft as the purest limpid stream 
Sweet Addison runs o'er each theme: 
Horace his shafts of wit throws round, 
Which folly's simple vot'ries wound. 
Behold! what human form divine 
Doth through the gloomy dungeon shine? 
"Tis Howard /—he unlocks the door, 
That closely bars th* imprison'd poor: 
Devoted wretches are his care; 
He brings them health and wholsome air. 
Ye statesmen, heroes, kings, give place 
To Howard, best of human race! 

Now some keen satirist inveighs | 
Against the bards of modern days: 

The critic's rod with rage he shakes: 
Each rhyming poetaster quakes. 

Good youth! the scribbling gentry spare: 
Lay not our faults and errors bare. 

What speaker next his parts displays? 
The last, though not the least in praise, 
Whilst the true poet's art he shews, 
Reciting verse that sweetly flows: 


1 


His animating pow'rs infuse 
Those feelings that inspir'd the muse: 
A full-ton'd voice, harmonious, clear, 
Whose sound pervades each distant ear; 
Action, that 's manly, full of ease:— 
These gifts that ev'ry hearer please, 
Ballard, illustrious youth, are thine: 
Thou art by nature form'd to shine. 
Each scholar from his audience draws 
An hearty burst of loud applause. 
Dear youths! your master's pride and joy! 
Let eloquence your cares employ! 
Your minds, where learning's blossoms shoot, 
In time will bear the ripest fruit. 
Wbilst letters our respect command, 
And lib'ral arts adorn this land, 
High in the list of classic fame 
Distinguish'd will be VALpV's name. 


— — 
—— ——— 
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PHILLIS 


IN HORTO AMBULANS. 


Pris ut vadit viridem per hortum, 
Ceu Venus fulgens, peragratque gazas 
Miente naturz, varioque flore 

Lumina pascit; 


Lilium forsan videt, intuendo 

Ardet, expleri nequit, accipitque 

Candida dextrà, gremioque ponit, 
Sede beata. 


Invidens cheu! niveis mamillis 

Lilium marcet, jacet et colore 

Languidum lapso; resilit puella 
Obstupefacta. 
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PHILLIS 


WALKING IN THE GARDEN. 


AUG. I3, 1795. 


I. 

As Pais through the garden stray'd, 

(Sweet nymph! divinely fair!) | 

Her eye the various flow'rs survey'd 
Profusely scatter'd there: 


| II. 
By chance a Lily caught her sight, 
Fairest among the rest! 
She view'd, she cull'd it with delight, 
And plac'd it in her breast. 


III. 
Here envied whiteness, pure as snow, 
Deaden'd the lily's hue: 
Behold it pale and languid grow! 


How strange! how wond'rous new! 
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Nescia obtutu manet illa causæ, 
Sed rosam cernens rutilans ut ostrum, 
Lilia avertit sua de colore 

| Lumina clara. 


Purpuram floris tacito pererrat 

Gaudio, nares recreatque odore, 

Sed genas spectans rosa pulchriores 
Invida pallet. 7 


Obstupet PXr411.11s, coma Statque in altum: 
Hzret ad fauces sua lingua torpens, 
Hæc sono tandem dedit ore dulci 

Tristia verba: 


* Quid rubens palles rosa, liliamque? 

* Horrida est PHIL LIs nimis ah videri! 

Heu mihi! sic est; utinam nec unquam 
Nata fuissem!” 
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IV. 
She started back in wild surprise, 
But soon a Rose espy'd: 
This charm'd, and fix'd her roving eyes: 
For *twas the garden's pride. 


V. 

Whilst she enjoy'd its rich perfume 
With vivid tints combin'd, 

Struck with her cheek's superior bloom, 
The rose with envy pin'd. 


VI. 
PhiLLis, who, at this change amaz'd, 
Could not the cause explain, 
When she had long in silence gaz'd, 
Pour'd forth this plaintive strain: 


VII. 
Fade you at sight of me, sweet flow'rs? 
„Am ] then nature's scorn? 
So ugly grown? ye gracious pow'rs! 
Would I had ne'er been born!“ 
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Verba vix fata est ea voce, Damon 

Quam suus, myrti latuit sub umbra 

Qui diu, prodit subitoque contra 
Talia reddit. 


Plange ne, PHILLIs, tibi nam ruborem 
Oris invidit rosa, candidisque 
Lilium mammis, tibi pulchra cedit 

© Cypris et ipsa.“ 


Audit ut voces placidas amantis, 

Occupat præter solitam voluptas 

Corda, suffundit pudor et decente 
Ora rubore. 


— 
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VIII. 
Her Damon, who in ambush lay, 


And heard the lovely maid, 
A speech, that must all grief allay, 
To her fond car convey'd: 


IX. 
No rose with your fine cheeks can vie: 
© Your bosom's envy'd white 
Can make the lily droop and die: 
How killing is the sight! 


X. 
Grieve not, dear girl: fear no alarm; 


Nor at your fate repine: 
In you we see, in ev'ry charm, 
Beauty almost divine,” 


XI. 
Though blushes now her face o' erspread, 
Sweet was her lover's voice: 
Her grateful heart, with praises fed, 
Did inwardly rejoice. 


— — — — 
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APOSTROPHE TO RELIGION, 


IN OPPOSITION TO 


THE PHILOSOPHY OF THE JACOBINS. 


Discite justitiam moniti et non temnere Divos. Vir. 


Take warning, mortals; with a godly fear 
Learn justice, and the pow'r of heav'n revere. 


Composed in 1793, and about Good-Friday 1795. 


Hair, pure Religion —hail, reviving Light! 
The sinner's comfort, and the saint's delight! 
Bright ray of hope! the day-spring from on high, 
Sent on these realms that did in darkness lie! 
Oh! may'st thou ever with a gracious smile 

Of dove-ey'd mercy look on Britain's isle! 
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But ah! how curs'd that state of thee bereft, 
To its own vain imaginations left! 
Hath not God's wrath from France this light with- 
drawn? 
To this succeeds a philosophic dawn. 
No: 'tis a twilight, whose uncertain ray 
Leads them from mild sobriety away 
To mad equality: these sophists vain 
Boast that in France clear truth and reason reign: 
But did these sacred virtues e' er assume 
The garb of ridicule, or terror's gloom? 
Did there c'er spring from Truth's celestial root 
Dire persecution? No: 'tis error's fruit. 
Truth and kind Charity go hand in hand, 
Together will they fall, together stand. 
O' er thee, O France] kind charity must weep, 
O' er thee involv'd in blood and horrors deep. 
A state to virtue lost the good man mourns: 
But sec! a gleam of reason now returns! 
May reason's strength be perfected by grace! 
Goodness divine! oh, turn th' apostate race! 
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Frenchmen, repent! heav'n's healing hand may 
spread 

A veil o'er crimes of blood as scarlet red. 

Oh! may we all a Gallic church behold, 

Under one Shepherd in one Christian fold! 

Poets, philosophers, of brilliant fame, 

Ever rever*d that great and holy name, 

Whose word illum'd their souls; with just applause 

They plead reveal'd religion's noblest cause. 

Witness immortal Newton, Milton, Locke! 

These own'd the Prince of Peace, their joy, their 
rock! 

That rock of hope, impregnable, secure, 

Which will unmov'd from age to age endure: 

That King of Glory, whosc impartial sway 

Monarchs and subjects must alike obey! 


That heav'nly Priest, whose precepts, all divine, 


With clear and undiminish'd lustre shine! 


0 — 
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TO 
A YOUNG LADY 
From North-Wales, 
WITH A PRESENT OF 
THE NEW BATH GUIDE IN VERSE. 


1768. 


Dran Madam, I doubt not but you'll condescend 
These lines to receive from a plain- spoken friend, 
With a book that your taste to a tittle will hit, 

As 1 know you're a lady of spirit and wit. 

For nervous disorders, the vapours, and spleen, 
That so much in fashion of late years have been, 
These poems are judg'd a most sovereign cure; 
The remedy 's pleasant, experienc'd, and sure. 
Although you've a temper most sprightly and gay, 
And with laughable chat can drive sorrow away, 
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The hip unawares may o'ertake you, dear Sally, 
Then what will you do your lost spirits to rally? 
Why, take the Bath Guide, some few pages peruse, 
This facetious author new life will infuse. 
How droll are his portraits! how strikingly true! 
Here coxcombs of all sorts pass full in our view, 
And he h's done them all justice; we'll give him 
his due. 
Though no man the fooPs-cap will willingly wear, 
Here's a cap for each Wronghead, that fits to a hair. 
The Blunderhead family 's droll beyond measure, 
Their whimsical memoirs give exquisite pleasure. 
Of the Blunder heads sure there a numerous race is; 
We meet their relations in all public places. 
Comparisons often are odious and spiteful, 
But when made in jest, they are droll and delightful. 
In reading the Bath Guide, you'll hardly forbear, 
With the characters drawn, those you know to 
compare, 
And think your acquaintance th' originals are. 
To the reader a group of odd figures are shewn; 
Perhaps he'll discover them all—but his own. 
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I know, charming Sally, whenever you see 

Bob Ferom's* odd picture, you'll then think of me. 

« The chitterlin shirt, and the buckle of stone!“ 

Remember how finely at Bristol they shone! 

“And the cropt head of hair!” you'll now turn 
the farce on 

Your friend and your partner, a Wiltshire beau 
Parson. 

To Jerom compare me, so jemmy and clever: 

But to Roger, that's call'd Nicodemus—oh! never. 

Pd rather a fop, or a coxcomb, you'd paint me, 

Than *mongst the Moravian fanatics saint me. 

Of faith and of love they raise a great pother, 

So freely and purely they kiss one another, 

Without marriage, or sin, they make many a 
mother. 

From their luscious discourses I seriously warn all; 

Their love, that seems spiritual, is merely carnal. . 

If the high-merttled folks of your Cambrian nation 
(A people I hold in profound veneration) 


See the New Bath-Guide, Letters iv. vii. and xi. 
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Of satirical jesting here meet with their lot, 


I beseech you, good Madam, don't fume, or be hot. 


Jocose is the raillery, not too severe, 
So don't put yourself in a passion, my dear. 
The satire to you can be never applied, 
To you of fair Wallia the glory and pride! 
Unaffected your carriage; and as for your dress, 
Though modish and handsome, *tis not in excess. 
While modesty, virtue, and native good sense, 
Of your honour continue the surest defence, 
Nor satire's, nor slander's keen tongue need you 
dread: 

For innocence always strikes calumny dead. 

Now stop, my Muse: — thy rapid course with- 

hold, 

In smoother verse thy Bard's great pow'rs unfold. 
He, unconfin'd to humour's motley path, 
For nobler subjects quits the fops of Bath, 
Glowing with fancy, in sublimer vein, 
Oft soars on high, and chaunts an heav'nly strain. 
His bright'ning genius darts meridian rays, 
And overwhelms us in a mi ghty blaze. 
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The tender touches of his serious muse 

A nobler transport o'er the soul diffuse. 

What praise to merit's due he freely gives: 
Great Nash by him immortalized lives. 

Great Nash in him what social worth we see! 
Pattern to all, but, Derrick, chief to thee! 

Our bard displays his imitative pow'rs, 

And strews the way with sweetly-chosen flow'rs. 
He in all numbers can his tale rehearse; 
Various his genius, various as his verse. 

His pencil takes the richest dies, 
Enchanting scenes around us rise. 
Beauty and wit their strength unite, 
Delight the soul, and glad the sight. 

Now his soft “ love-labour'd song“ 
Smooth as Avon glides along, 

Tells how Fashion“ came on earth; 
Odd and whimsical her birth! 
Offspring of a holy kiss 

Stol'n from Quaker; pious bliss! 


See Letter III. 
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Holy kiss, the charm of love, 


Virgins cold as ice can move. 
Hail, happy Bard! by nature bless'd 

With ev*ry art to please; 
Of all her choicest gifts posscss'd, 

Wit, elegance, and ease: 
With magic pow'r thy wond'rous muse 

Makes smiling folly smart; 
Can jests so keen such mirth diffuse? 

They wound, and charm the heart. 
But, hold, my proud muse: have you any pretences 
To such lofty flights? have you lost your five senses? 
Dismount, pray, your Pegasus, else a fine tumble 
Will raise a horse- laugh, and your mightiness humble. 
You'd mimic Bath beaus, that so caper and prance: 
In a minuet step see how slow they advance! l 
Then, whisk! they fly off in a quick country-dance. 
As dances do vary in tune and in time, 
Thus my muse often alters her measure and rhyme: 
But lest my long scrawl should be deem'd an in- 

trusion, | 

Insipid and dull, I'll draw to a conclusion. 
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And now, my dear SALLY, I wish to my heart, 
Before I quite end, I could say something smart: 
But for want of your company I am grown dull, 
now scem to have but few brains in my scull. 

If my muse be e' er witty, tis you that inspire her: 
So with thanks I conclude - your good friend and 
admirer. 
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A PASTORAL DIALOGUE, 


AT HEADLY-PARK, HANTS, 


IN A SUMMER'S EVENING. 


— — 
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ROSALINDA. 

Now Phebus, deck'd in glory mildly bright, 
Diffusing wide his cheering rays of light, 

To nature's face a pleasing smile imparts, 
Delights the eye, and gladdens human hearts. 
See how the motley deer, the sportive fawn, 
In wanton gambols frisk along the lawn! 


DULCETTA. 
Behold the swans erect, with noble sweep, 
Sail on the bosom”” of the lucid deep! 
How beautifully bright their wat'ry plain! 
Here art with nature vied, nor vied in vain. 
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See waves of water (animating soul 
Of this fine scene!) in soft meanders roll! 


AMORETTA. 
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To pendent woods, ye social nymphs, repair; 


From hence view all that's sweet, and all that's fair: 
Umbrageous boughs wave softly o'er the head, 


. 


Beneath the feet a verdant carpet 's spread. 
Art's pencil ne'er so rich a landscape drew: 
What glowing beauties open to the view! 
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ROSALINDA. 
How sweetly cooling fans soft zephyr's breeze! 


Fi 


What splendors dart through gently-bending trees! 
Shot from day's lamp, bright undulating beams 
With dazzling tremors play upon the streams. 
Heav*n's purest blue, earth's pleasing vivid green, 


Are here in mirrors clear inverted seen. 


DULCETTA. 
But, hark! th' harmonious birds the woods among 
In tuneful concert join the choral song: 
The winged troop, with variegated plumes, 
Now fill the air embalm'd with sweet perfumes; 
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Loud falls of water, with tremendous sound, 
Like awful organs, through the groves resound. 


AMORETTA. 22 
What splendid dome attracts my wond'ring sight, 
From far reflecting Sol's effulgent light! 
Admire th' immortal Ariosto's shrine; 
Worthy the artist and the bard divine! 
Bright Temple!“ sacred to the poet's fame, 
Preserve his great Translator's honour'd name! 


ROSALIN DA. 

But, soft! what youth appears of thoughtful mein 
Our matchless “ oily man of Gop,“ I ween. 
Eternal scribbling, laughter, jesting vain, 

Will craze the sense of this loye-stricken swain. 
What! though his person, or his wit be smart, 
Still he's true man, inconstant in his heart. 


— — — — — ä — — — — — 


In the park, on an eminence, a temple has been erected in me- 


mory, and to the honour, of AR1OSTO, an Italian poet of the first 
class, by the late Mr. Hud dis, his translator, and father of the late 
Lady GATEHOUSE. 
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DULCETTA, 
Such rigid censure, RosALINE, forbear : 
Who loses one, may scek another fair. 
A rhyming lover's fickleness ne'er blame, 
In rhymers daily glows a recent flame: 
His luckless fate, and moving wretched plight, 
Compassion's smile, if not fond love's, invite. 


AMORETTA. 
For me this idling clerk is far too gay; 
In vain pursuits he trifles time away. 
By puns and quirks at wit he fondly tries; 
But folly lighter uppermost will rise. 
Though gay, though volatile, (I'll own the truth) 
He seems a kind, well-meaning, honest youth. 


| SYLVESTRIS. The compoter of theze rhymes. 
Hail, charming nymphs! what rapt'rous joy to 
meet 
Three blooming virgins join'd in converse sweet! 
What beauties strike my sight! each lovely grace 
New lustre darts o'er all this heav'nly place. 
How faintly bright shines Phebus? glimm'ring ray! 
Your brighter eyes supply another day. 


C5 


ROSALINDA. 


Vour adulation nicer ears offends: 


Such high-flown praise the courtly belle commehds. 


To rural nymphs let honour be the meed, 
Not of their persons, but each virtuous deed. 
See! how in yonder field the jocund train 
With busy care secure the golden grain. 


buLCETTA. 

What honest joy in ev'ry face appears! 
All hearts their lady's+ pleasing presence cheers. 
To her all health may Heav*n indulgent give! 
Blessing and blessed may she ever live! 
May all her fields with plenty laugh and sing! 


And each returning day contentment bring! 


AMORETTA. 
What venerable figure} meets my eye! 


One to whom praises due I ne'er deny. 


— 


—— — 


+ Lady GATEHOUSE was a great farmer, and often in the field 


with her labourers. 


4 One Capt. ARMWOOD, a brave, though blunt sea-officer, whe 


sometimes superintended Lady GarEHOUSE's harvest-works. 
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Honour with courage join'd his bosom fires, 
To fame, by virtuous deeds, this man aspires. 
Brave naval feats his merits well declare: 
Such heroes claim esteem from all the fair, 


SYLVESTRIS, 
Alas, the day! to-morrow's rising dawn 
Will drive me far from this swect-smiling lawn. 
Ye purling streams! ye shady walks, adieu! 
And must I say—PFarewell, sweet maids, to you! 
Farewell! that crue] word! with pungent smart 
Thy sound doth pierce my soft love-tortur'd heart. 


Whilst in this frame sound mem'ry holds her seat, 


Fancy will feast on Headly's sweet retreat. 


Your charms, fair nymphs! unequalPd female band! 
My verse and just esteem will e'er command. 
May heav'n to you, thro? life's short round, bestow 
As unmix'd bliss as mortals ever know! 
How to my beauteous hosts can words impart 
The lively feelings of a grateful heart! 
Can warmest thanks be fluently express'd, 
Though justly due, by such a rustic guest? 

M 


— 


L 162 J 
With music, beauty, elegance refin'd, 
To grace this lov'd retirement all combin'd. 


Fair Dame! illustrious Knight! accept these lays, 
The tribute just of gratitude and praise. 


N IN 
OBITUM FILLX DILEC TE. 


SCRIPTORE 


ROBERTO LOWTH, 8. T. P. 
— 
Cana, vale! ingenio præstans, pietate, pudore, 
Et plusquam natæ nomine cara, valc! 
Cara MARIA, vale! at veniat felicius vum, 
Quando iterum tecum, sim modo dignus, ero! 
Cara, redi; lætà tum dicam voce, paternos, 
Eja, age, in amplexus, cara MARIA, redi. 
— CEC LE CCLE 


ON THE 


DEATH OF A BELOVED DAUGHTER. 


BY THE REV. DR. LOWIT IH. 


— 
I. 


Aviev, MARIA] bless'd with virtuous fame, 
Thou didst in sense and modesty excel: 
To me more precious by a daughter's name: 
MARIA, darling of my heart, farewell! 
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II, 
Adieu, MARIA] yet some happier age 


May come, (let not this confidence be vain!) 
When I, prepar'd to quit this earthly stage, 
Shall meet my dear Ma RIA once again. 


III. 
Return, MARIA! clad in heav'nly charms! 


Then will our souls with mutual ardour burn, 
My cheerful voice will call thee to these arms; 
MARIA, darling of my heart, return! 


THE WRITER's OWN EPITAPH. 


A $SINNER's mortal parts here mould'ring lie: 
Weep him not dead; for “ all that live must die, 
“Passing through nature to eternity.“ 


2» 


A 


PROLOGUE TO THE TRAGEDY 


THE REVENGE. 


JAN. 7, 1783. 


— 


[4 Doctor speaks.] 


Revexce! could such a title-page invite 
The brilliant circle that appears to-night? 
Revenge and jealousy! what horrid names! 
Sounds that affright our honest British dames! 
And should a soldier of an Eng/ish corps 
Assume the dark complexion of a Moor? 

In Zanga's bosom dreadful passions dwell: 
His vengeance paints his soul as black as hell. 
But he's a Turk! a vile unchristian slave! 

His ignorance may some compassion crave. 
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“ Compassion for a Turk, his very creed 


“ Says, Women have no souls:“ wicked indeed! 

When you, ye fair, (whose eyes divinely bright 

Flash from their orbs the rays of heav'nly light) 

Shew whence of old his fire Prometheus stole 

I' inform his man of clay, and animate a soul. 

On Zanga's head a load of guilt we lay: 

Yet, should we not his provocation weigh? 

A soldier and a prince forgive a blow! 

That insult stamps a man his deadly foe. 

One gentle blow, could you, ye placid fair, 

One gentle blow e'en from a husband bear? 

Among the lawyers lately sprung a strife, 

Whether a husband might correct his wife?“ 

A reverend, grave, and learned judge up-rose: 

His speech did thus the law proceedings close: 
A man provok'd needs not the statutes fear; 

He may chastise his own rebellious dear: 

« But with what weapon?” (mark, my friends! be 

dumb:) 
« With a small stick no bigger than my thumb!“ 
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What! strike a woman! banish'd be the thought! 
Banish'd the lawyer who this doctrine taught! 
Our British wives the soul to pleasure warm, 
Winning their temper, winning as their form! 
Peaceful our husbands; (we give all their due) 
Are there delinquents?—there may be a few. 
But wives so sweetly to our humour bend! 
Our Pembrokes ev'ry roving husband mend. 
Our gay assemblies visit; there you'll find 
True Leonoras', faithful, fair, and kind. 
Connubial virtue we may call our own, 

From those bright patterns plac'd on England's 
throne. 

One secret let me tell you; (*tis a fact) 
To-night some military players act: 

These bashful sons of Mars to me, their friend, 
Vour pulse to feel, and speak the Prologue, send. 

Methinks I hear a Whisper, „who are you?” 
They call me Doctor; that's to be my cue. 

My patients here are perfectly stage mad: 
An influenza desperately bad! 
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In vain I give advice to blister, bleed: 

For your kind pity let me intercede. 

For once indulge their odd dramatic vein; 
You'll raise their spirits, and relieve their pain. 
Behold! sweet Charity attends our door; 

We act, we strain each nerve to serve the Poor. 
In such a cause who fears to tread the stage? 
The cause of love disarms the critic's rage. 

I gaze around; with transport I descry 
Good-nature's beams in ev'ry sparkling eye. 
Your looks of favour all my fears allay, 

To these I trust the fortune of the play. 


N. B. This Prologue was spoken in the Theatre of Newbury, Berks, 
when the Tragedy of the Revenge was ated for the Benefit of the 
Poor. The chief male characters were represented by officers. And 
the part of Zanga was performed with great spirit, applause, and pro- 


priety, by my worthy and generous friend, that excellent actor, 
Major Halliday. 


— —-— 
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A FAREWELL ADDRESS 


READERS OF THE READING MERCURY, 


ON THE 


Author*s going to settle in the West of England. 


UFTON, NEAR READING, NOV. I790. 


—————  —__ 


Regio præcellens, et vos valeatis, amici! 


Farewell! on you this parting wish attends, 
O best of countries, and ye best of friends! 


A Rhyming Priest, whose bold advent'rous lay 
Spar'd not the strutting minions of the day; 
Whose brandish'd dart, a sharp and pointed pen, 
Struck at ambitious and designing men; 

One that was wont his trifle to impart, 

To dress the weekly treat of Madam Smart : 
Who, by the sportive sallies of his muse, 
Reliev'd the reader in a dearth of news: 
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This rhyming priest his trade must now give o'er, 

Call'd, though not banish'd, to a distant shore. 
And must I then to Berkshire bid adieu? 

No more its rich enchanting prospects view, 

Where nature wears an ever-smiling face, 

And the fond eye may varied beauties trace? 

This hill presents an hospitable seat, 

And that a worthy family's retreat: 

Fine villas, cheerful villages, abound, 

In each a look of happiness is found: 

With pleasant Berks what county can compare? 

England boasts not a spot more sweet and fair. 


Reapinc! thy town, thy neighbourhood, excels | 


In festive scenes, in balls, smart beaus and belles. 
That syren Pleasure, in all forms array'd, 
Of late its fascinating charms display'd. 

Perhaps some sage philosophers may ask, 
Should not a gen'rous Briton scorn a mask?“ 
„Does it not indicate a trifling age, 

„When all are play'rs, all act upon a stage?. 


—U — — 
— 


* Alluding to balls, plays, and masquerades, given by the late Lord 
Barrymore, at Wargraze, near Reading. 
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„What wit, what humour, in a motley dress? 
« Can mirth delight, indulg'd to mad excess?“ 
Gay youth, we hope, has run his wild career; 
Then let not age be rigidly severe, 
But, hark! some don, in morals over nice, 
Seems to reprove me by this sage advice: 
« Your Berkshire routs with due decorum quit: 
For holy men are such amusements fit?” 
Ah! my good friend! we priests our weakness 
feel: 
Our hearts are not impenetrable steel. 
Though the strong lessons of the moral page 
May the mad hey-day of the blood assuage; 
Vet, when sweet pleasure beats her soft alarm, 
What human being can resist the charm? 
Our spirits some gay change of scene require: 
"Tis this lights up her bright ethereal fire. 
Graceful the dance, and innocent, I deem; 
Amusements hurt, if follow'd in th* extreme. 
Attentive minds from plays instruction draw; 


Bad men, bad ministers, they keep in awe. 
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I rank the dull insipid masquerade 
Amongst those sports that men of rank degrade. 
Its tricks may suit a foppish, mimic race, 
But the true Briton's dignity debase. 

Balls, plays, and routs, I can with ease resign; 
My heart will not for these lost idols pine: 
But to leave friends and intimates behind, 
"Tis this that hurts the social, feeling mind. 

A priest's high character, good sir, commands 
Respect and courtesy in distant lands.“ 

To bare respect his office recommends: 
Many may honour him, though few his friends. 
Change tempts us oft fresh int' rest to pursue: 
Old friends are seldom equall'd by the new. 


READINe her honours boasts, nor boasts in vain: 


Her Schools of Science daily credit gain. 

Here polish'd females, not content to know 

How they should glide on light fantastic toe, 
With geographic knowledge learn to trace 

O' er the globe's surface each distinguish'd place. 
The rapid growth of REavine's classic fame 
Adds lustre, VALyvy! to thy splendid name. 


A. 
75 
4 
1 
2 
* 
Wo 
5's 
* ba 
7 
5 q 
38 , 
N 
= 


I 


The buds of genius, fresh as flow'rs in May, 
Call'd forth by thee, their early fruits display. 

The various orator thy precepts form, 

Graceful, engaging, energetic, warm. 

Speakers for future times thy skill will raise, 
Whose pow'rs in turn may win the people's praise. 
A Fox! who darts the lightning's vivid flash 

Of ardent words, that all his foes abash: 

Or one for politic manceuvres fit, 

A fluent, bold, irapenetrable Pitt. 


Thrice happy REeapinc! with fresh laurels crown'd: 


Learning and Learning's friends in thee abound. 
Can I this bless'd society forget; 
Give up such intercourse without regret? 
Will not the mind on past enjoyments dwell? 
Ah! must I write that cruel word, farewell? 
Farewell, my friends! farewell, ye social joys! 
A change of scene my anxious mind employs. 
To an unpolish'd, purse-proud race I go, 
(Neighbours are few) a people rude and low : 
Their dairy-men for tithes combine to fight 
*Gainst every parson that demands his right. 
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BADGWORTH, 1794. 


My pen wrote not these censures ere I knew 


From sad experience my remarks were true. 17 
When to my Dairy- farmers“ first I came, 1 
Tithes, gently mov'd, diffus'd a gen'ral flame. 
Though with civility I begg'd no more 
Than my good patron's steward ask'd before, 
And unawares one farmer prov'd my right 
To more, yet all against me did unite: 

My easiness brought on a suit of law: 

One great defeat now keeps them all in awe. 
Henceforth amongst us may contention cease, 
And the poor priest take all his dues in peace! 
If from my neighbour justice I obtain ; 

If my free, open temper credit gain; 

Then will my lot seem cast on goodly ground, 
And my fair wishes with success be crown'd. 


—_— 
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* In October 1789. — 
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D ispel, bright Hope! with thy all- cheering rays, 


Those mists that overcast my future days! 
May this my western residence afford 

Some chosen friends to grace my frugal board! 
May we enjoy that first of blessings, health, 


A mind contented, and sufficient wealth! 


— > _—— 
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A PRESENTIMENT OF A GENERAL PEACE. 


Prodit ab astrifero tandem optatissima cœlo 
Laureola placidas Pax redimita comas. 


With laurel crown'd, from heav'n's bright starry sphere 
Calm Peace descends, of all the wish sincere! 


I. 
Disconp! avaunt! hide thy diminish'd head! 
Shake not those locks embru'd with human gore: 
See, justice on thy bloody footsteps tread! 
Fiend! thou art caught, thy triumph is no more. 


II. 
Ambition, hence! thy temporising wiles, 
Thy haughty boasts and threat'nings, are in vain: 
Fortune not always on the daring smiles: 
O Pride! how flatter'd, yet how short thy reign! 


4 7 


III. 
Ye Despots! Demagogues! your projects bold, 
To wealth directed, and the love of pow'r, 
Time hath develop'd, Providence controul'd: 
Rulers of darkness! this is not your hour. 


IV. 
O Prussia! Proteus! Faith, the gem of kings, 
Hast thou not tarnish'd? shame to princely souls! 
Ah! whence with France thy sep' rate union springs? 
From a kind wish to subjugate the Poles? 


V. 
When the great pow'rs on earth dire war pursue, 
(War as an evil ever understood) 
An unseen hand oft turns the fatal view 
Of mad ambition unto gen'ral good. 


VI. 


Sated with blood, exhausted with expence, 
Remorse for crimes ev'n harden'd Gallia feels: 


Fury, that yields to cool returning sense, 


Her heart no more against soft mercy steels. 
N 
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VII. 
Britain hath valour in full strength display'd, 
She rules, and e' er will rule the azure main: 
But must she, by her false allies betray'd, 
With lives and treasure Germany maintain? 


VIII. 
May free- born Britons, joining hand in hand, 
Sweet Concord's universal blessings know! 
May Peace spread plenty o'er this happy land, 
And Commerce in her richest channels flow! 
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A FAREWELL ADDRESS 


TO THE 


READERS OF THE FOREGOING POETICAL ESSAYS. 


Badgworth Parsonage, July 28th, 1795. 


V courteous Readers! who peruse 
The sallies of a flighty Muse; 
Let not your criticising eye 
Into my errors deeply spy. 
If my verse run with flowing ease, 
And shew a fair intent to please; 
If in a finish'd well-wrought line, 
Haply a ray of genius shine; 
Though some things you might wish to mend, 
Let not small blemishes offend. 

In nature's fam'd and fav'rite child, 
Who sings his notes divinely wild; 
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In him, where beauties most abound, 

What imperfections oft are found! 

But shall I Shakespeare's talents rare 

With those of other bards compare? 

The lightning of his fancy darts 

Ecstatic warmth through kindred hearts: 

From him inferior bards have caught 

Sublimity in word and thought. 

Poets of gifts supreme possess'd, 

And with superior talents bless'd, 

Our admiration justly claim, 

Though in some points they miss their aim. 

We minor pocts, if we strive 

To keep men's spirits all alive, 

To make good rhymes strain ev'ry nerve, 

Some little share of praise deserve. 
What suits the taste of ev'ry age? 

Variety will all engage. 

My Muse hath tried each varied lay, 

Ventur'd on topics grave and gay. 

Fiction and truth their pow'rs unite 

To blend instruction with delight: 
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Invention, innocent, yet warm, 
Arrays plain truth in lovelier form. 
Ye mortals! that in gloomy mood 
O'er darksome melancholy brood, 
Try if my Essays, light and gay, 
Can drive the clouds of spleen away. 
How much to poetry we owe! 
What sweets from her rich treasures flow! 
The magic of her charms imparts 
A glow of joy to feeling hearts! 
Her sweet effusions cause delight 
To those who read, and those who write. 
In heroes, lovers, who of old 
Shone forth in actions nobly bold, 
The songs of bards rais'd up a flame 
Which threats and dangers could not tame. 
Readers of less exalted mind 
Are charm'd with melody refin'd. 
When fancy's work the bard employs, 
He too a state of bliss enjoys: 
And though he may long vigils keep, 
Gay Fancy lulls his cares asleep; 
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Feeds him with hopes of better days, 
Before him fame and riches lays. 

Recourse to verse oft brought relief 

To me, though sinking under grief. 

When disappointment's cruel stroke 

The current of my spirits broke; 

When friends deserted me in need, 

(Those whom I thought my friends in deed) 
To the kind Muse I did complain: 

With this advice she sooth'd my pain: 
Pour forth thy sentiments of heart 
In verse; *twill ease thy aching smart. 

* To friendship dedicate thy lays, 
In colours clear describe her praise. 
From her fair semblance strip the plumes, 
Which the sly hypocrite assumes.“ 

My pen its monitor obey'd, 
To this lov'd theme attention paid. 
Friendship drew forth my warmest praise, 
Though slighted in these selfish days. 
To bare that mask I vainly tricd, 
Which artful men too deeply hide. 
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Do not dissemblers meet support, 
So much in country and at court, 
That he who views them, shuts his eyes 
Against the hypocrite's disguise: 
Thesc verses to distress gave vent; 
But, more, her aid kind fortune lent: 
One, who had been my foe, supplied 
That which my former friends denied. 
Hark! who exclaims, “are vocal rhymes 
* Suited to these discordant times? 
* When war souads forth its loud alarms, 
* Soft poetry must lose its charms.” 
At leisure hours the warrior's mind 
From verse may recreation find. 
Though well-sung deeds of martial fame 
May keep alive the soldier's flame, 
Yet lighter themes may pleasure yield, 
When he retires from Mars's field. 


Great souls to trifles condescend, 


And may to mine attention lend. 


Ne'er did the pow'rs of Epic song, 


That soar on high, to me belong. 
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Our home-contentions may be fit 
For scribblers fond of sportive wit. 

All are in politics employ'd; 

But should I not this theme avoid? 
Alas! 'tis slipp*ry ground, as nice 

To tread on, as to slide on ice. 

Could we the pains of war forget, 
And our dear country's growing debt; 
To view the topsy-turvey state 

Of parties, might some mirth create. 
The peers of patriotic race 

The minister hath fix'd—in place. 
Those who were call'd the people's friends, 
Are charg'd with interested ends. 
Could I their various names recite 
They call each other by in spite, 

The sound would be as odd and droll 
As the drill-serjeant's muster- roll. 

In the fam'd year of forty-five, 
When rank rebellion seem'd to thrive, 
High-church and low-church did divide 
Parties, that form'd a diff*rent side: 
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The high-church tories, in their mind, 


Were to the Stuart race inclin'd: 

Their friends, the Jacobites, more loud, 

The Prince-Pretender's cause avow'd. 

The low- church whigs with all their might 

Would for the house of Brunswick fight: 

Those for, and those against the throne, 

Were by a few distinctions known. 

What appellations now abound! 

New names for ev'ry sect are found. 

Let us our various parties view; 

All to their country's int'rest true! 
Behold the chiefs in bright array 


The science of defence display ! 


Their tongues and pens like flints strike fire, 


Congenial souls with zeal inspire. 


Their twisting, boasting, gross abuse, 


And nick- names, which their heats produce, 


To wrath the solid man provoke; 
In lighter minds excite a joke; 
From wits draw forth keen satire's stroke. 
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Pittites and Foxites all engage 
For war or peace with equal rage. 

Who in this mighty strife command? 
Brave Royalists/ a goodly band! 
King's friends! (doth not this name suppose 
All others are a monarch's foes?) 
Aristocrates! (a title good, 
Oft misapplied, misunderstood, ) 
These chiefs profess the purest zeal 
For good Old England's common-weal: 
For war exalt their loyal voice, 
In Britain's spreading wealth rejoice: 
The right of kings esteeming dear, 
How long they boldly persevere 
In fixing Louis on his throne; 
Seeking his int'rest, not their own! 

Is it not hard that any foes 
Should such good loyalists oppose? 
And yet a host against them starts, 
Whose threats alarm the stoutest hearts. 
Attend, whilst I in humble verse 
Their names and qualities rehearse. 
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Republicans! a faction bold! 9 
Born to be equal, not controuPd! N 
Join'd by their foreign Democrats, ; 


Those eager, half-starv'd Gallic rats! 
Fierce Jacobins! that bloody race, | 


Whose cruel deeds mankind disgrace! 


Low churchmen! Presbyterians vile! 


(These link'd together make me smile!) 

Alarmists, Anarchists, I range ; 
Mongst those who dread or wish a change. : 
? This anti-ministerial groupe a 
; Form a tremendous motley troop. |; 


Reformists I pass by; that name 


— 
— — = 
—_— — 


Suits men of fair and spotless fame, 


Who for a mild reform contend, 1 

And only would bad customs mend: | 

The Rewvolutionist him suits, 

Who plucks up order by the roots. | 
| The Constitution! that's the note | 
| All zealots learn to chaunt by rote. 4 
Warm partisans their voices raise, " 


And England's Constitution praise. þ 
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Blest Constitution! much abus'd! 

As a cant- word too often us'd! 

Though time hath in it worn some flaws, 

It ever will demand applause. 

Its shield the rights of man defends, 

And makes good ſectaries our friends! 
Ye stubborn Nobles! sons of pride! 

Who did o'er Gallia's realms preside! 

Ye former governors of France! 

Why did you not in time advance, 

And your good easy king advise 

To listen to his people's cries, 

To grant the Patriot's honest claims? 

Patriots there were, and good their aims. 

Concessions, timely, handsome, kind, 


Might have subdu'd the gen'rous mind. 


Those show'rs of tears, those floods of woe, 


That now great kingdoms overflow, 
To Gallic tyranny they owe. 
On them recoils the stroke of guilt, 


By whose misrule man's blood is spilt. 


2 Tot pr 1 49 * 5 44 . Wa, as” N 5 1 > 


* 
- 
24 
= 
"fd 
bye 


[| 189 ] 


4 Croakers to Britain ills forebode, 

: And cry, “we are in ruin's road. 

What charges this long war attend! 

% Soon may the fatal contest end!” 

: Amen!—May heav'n make wars to ceasc, 

On nations send good-will and peace! | 

N Then will our commerce soon revive. | 

Fair trade and population thrive! 

; What pow'r, what energy maintains |; 

The blood that flows in English veins? 4 
Religion, that exalts the mind, [ 

With love of liberty combin'd! f 

1 This energy my soul inspir'd, b 

; And with poetic ardour fir'd. 0 

: Thee, Liberty!* celestial maid! 


Muy pen in brightest tints display'd; 


And blazon'd forth the charms of truth | 
5 1 4 {4 
With all the glowing warmth of youth. 
Ik &er the Muse my soul possess'd, 

Il felt her then within my breast. 

| See the Address to Liberty, p. 103. 
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Although the kindly- courted muse 


Rarely to me her aid refuse; 

Vet this is sad misfortune's hour: 

I feel dull melancholy's pow'r: 

She from my fancy drives away 

Those cheerful thoughts that care allay; 
Places dark visions in their room, 
Which o'er the soul diffuse a gloom. 

A vent to grief my heart might ease; 
Yet I would fain my readers please; 
With mirth Pd rather entertain, 

Than move them with patheric strain. 
Affliction's wound, that's recent, sore, 
Prompts me to give this scribbling o'er. 
I've labour'd hard; my work is done; 
My race in rhyming measures run. 
Critics to lowly merit kind, 

To casual faults a little blind, 

Will not deny me praise that's due: 


I ask no more: good friends, adieu! 


FINIS. 


— 


— — lr —r : —-—,E — 


— U 


EPIGRAMS 


OMITTED IN WAINHOUSE'S POEMS. 


EPIGRAM I. 


ON A LADY IN BERKS, 
STUNG IN A BEE-HIVE, 


WHO APPEARED WITH A BLACK SWOLN EYE AT A DINNER=- 
VISIT WITH HER HUSBAND. 


: Have you, pray, sir,“ (quoth Mrs. CREWE) 
« Beaten your wife both black and blue!“ 

No, ma'am: my wife (the priest replied, 

The real truth he could not hide) 

* Has been so busy with A B, 

„That now, alas! she cannot C.“ 
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EPIGRAM IL 


A SHORT CONVERSATION 


BETWEEN 


TWO CLERGYMEN IN BERKS. 


— —ↄ—— — 
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Goo brother! I've heard it has been your 
sad fate | 
« With a draught of no worth to be trick'd:“ 
Me, alas!“ said his neighbour, a swindler of late 
In the sale of a horse cleanly nick'd. 


The rogue, with stout horses all led in a string, 
Since this, unsuspetting, I've seen: 

Qouth the punster, * now this is a comical thing: 
These all were draught horses, I ween.““ 
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ERRATA. 


Page 95. I. 17, for Ab mula, read /AEmula. 


113. I. 15, for poteris, r. potens. 

115, I. 9, add; after furorem. 

117, I. 12, for unguem, r. anguem. 
130, I. 6, for odalitis, r. sodalitic. 
132, I. 1, for Jebovam, r. Fehove. 
147, I. 5, add? after dawn. 

153, I. 3, add, after due. 

160, 1. 3, for commebds, r. commend-. 
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